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As long ago as 171G, an American 
underwater craft attacked a British 
man-of-war in the Delaware River. 
And, from that moment, the develop- 
ment of the submarine has gone liter- 
ally from strength to strength. 

World War 1. saw the sub. unveil 
the first glimpse of its terrible possi- 
bilities when German U-boat flotillas 
brought Britain to the verge of 
starvation. 

World War II. saw the terror in- 
creased in both the Atlantic and 
Pacific Oceans; and though the fight 
ended in favor of the democracies, :t 
is very significant that— in the At- 
lantic, at all events— the pendulum 
was, by the time of Hitler's defeat, 
swinging back to the side of the Nazis. 

To-day, the submarine menace is 
more vicious than it has eve.r been 

The fondest dream of every Navy 
has always been the "true submarine" 
... an underwater vessel which never 
needs to surface to recharge its bat- 
teries and has no betraying breathing 
apparatus. There is now every in- 
dication that— often with the aid of 
those very scientists who designed the 
fleet that Hitler never had the chance 
to complete— this ideal is out of the 
dream stage. 

The name "snorkel" ... a sub. 
based on plans captured from the 
Nazis ... is already a common-place. 

The actual "snorkel" (from which 
the sub. takes its name) is merely a 
means of providing air while the 
vessel is cruising at periscope depth. 
It comprises two cylindrical tubes 
(something like a periscope, but of 
much larger diameter— one for in- 
take; the other for exhaust). At pre- 
sent, most "snorkels" are fitted with 
diesel engines. The intake provides 
air for these engines which in pre- 
snorkel days could be used only for 
surface cruising. The exhaust tube. 



on the other hand, carries exhaust 
gases out of the submarine and into 
the sea. These tubes allow the sub. 
to remain at a depth of 50 to 60 feet. 

The "snorkel" need, therefore, no 
longer surface at night to recharge 
its batteries (as old-time subs, were 
forced to do). At "snorkel depth," it 
can remain submerged more or less 
indefinitely. (Some have cruised be- 
low surface for 30 days; recently, a 
"guppy- snorkel" travelled underwater 
from Hong Kong to Pearl Harbour 
. . . 5,200 miles ... in 21 days), Thus, 
the "snorkel" is a true "submersible 

It is also virtually undetectable. 
When cruising, only the end of the 
periscope and the "snorkel's" tip show 
above water. Radar waves do not 
penetrate water. That means that a 
"snorkel"— if it showed up at all- 
would appear merely as almost in- 
distinguishable dots on the magic eye 
of the radar screen. 

The same applies to air observation. 
From a fast-flying plane, the thin 
wake of a "snorkel" would be for oil 
practical purposes invisible. 

Yet— lethal as the "snorkel" may 
be — it seems close to innocuous com- 
pared with improved subs, which 
modern scientists bave in mind. 

The great obstacle to the creation 
of a true "submersible ship" has al- 
ways been the mass of machinery 
with which submaries have had to be 
equipped. That obstacle is gradually 

In America, for example, the bulky 
old-time diesels are being replaced 
either by the so-called Walter Engine 
or the German Kreislauf engine. 

The Walter engine is a German 
development which uses hydrogen 
peroxide as its motive power. It is 
said to be capable of producing emer- 
gency speeds of at least 25 knots. 
The Kreislauf engine seems even 
CAVALCADE, Septambsr, 1951 5 



more efficient and economical. It is 
a diesel which uses its own exhaust 
gases supplemented by injections of 
pure oxygen from oxygen tanks. 

This engine permits deep under- 
water operation far beyond the limits 
of the "snorkel" breathing device. A 
submarine so equipped could have 
the ocean depths as its hunting 
ground and its hiding place. There it 
could lurk in secrecy, if not comfort, 
for days on end. 

Yet both of these subs, pall before 
the "atom-powered" sub., which Bri- 
tain and the United States are trying 
to develop. 

The real potentialities of such craft 
can scarcely be calculated. 

Their cruising range, for example, 
would be almost beyond conception!. 
They could roam the Seven Seas and 
perform feats that now seem impos- 
sible. Without need for the huge 
(252-ton) batteries present subs, must 
carry; with "no need for diesel engftlSa 
or the oil to feed them, there I« ii" 
telling what purposes these ".-ilnin ■ 
subs." might not serve. 

Indeed, the trend is already clear, 
America— and, no doubt, all other 
maritime nations— are working on 
plans for the many roles which the 
sub. of the future will All. 

At least two U.S. submarines have 
been converted into "under water 
transports." They are claimed to be 
capable of carrying more than 100 
troops, plus amphibious landing craft 
housed in a large deck tank aft. 

Another U.S. sub. has been trans- 
formed into "an underwater cargo 
ship"; still another has become an 
underwater oil tanker ... a "milch 
cow," as the German type was called. 

Four more subs, have become (or 
are becoming) "picket craft," Radar 
antennae have been fitted on masts 
and deck; torpedo tubes haw been 
removed; and the after compartment 



has been ' redesigned as a combat in- 
telligence centre. Yet, despite their 
mattress -like antennae, these ships 
can still dive for protection. They 
will be used to detect enemy planes 
or to control their own fighting 
aircraft. 

A submarine "guided missile ship" 
has been constructed, able to dis- 
charge a modified German VI flying 
bomb when surfaced, (A guided mis- 
sile rveontly flew over 35 U.S. war- 
.shi|n imU whs apparently untouched 

Mo [cover, tlie sub. of the future 
will assuredly be armed with newer 
and mote murderous weapons . . . 
Iiolh oireiisive and defensive. 

On the defensive side, higher speeds 
and s lengthened pressure hulls are 
enabling submarines to dive much 
dMpej than the customary 400 feet 
in- go. More efficient breathing gear 
permits them to lie in hiding for 
Junior and longer periods. More and 
mote sensitive sound gear allows them 
In detect enemy ships at further and 
further distances. 

On the offensive side, the sub- 
marine's attacking power is daily be- 
ing Increased and its vulnerability de- 
creased, Torpedo directors are becom- 
ing more and more accurate. Electric 
"homing 1 ' torpedoes (which leave no 
wake and "home" automatically on 
the target) are being produced. With 
the subs., torpedoes are swiftly ex- 
tending their range, The subs, them- 
selves now move faster than the 
majority of their prey. For amphibi- 
ous operations, "rocket launching" 
subs, (which will combine secrecy of 
underwater approach, long range and 
heavy striking power) are visualised. 
And the end is not yet. 

But what counter measures are 
available and how effective are they? 

There are. of course, many gadgels 
for use against submaries. ''Sonar," 



for example, sends out high-frequency 
sound-waves which will bounce back 
as echoes from a sub. "Sono-buoys" 
(on the same principle) can be strewn 
over wide areas to warn ships and 
planes. But "sonar" is relatively use- 
less against a sub. using torpedoes of 
a range greater than "sonar's" range. 
And "sono-buoys" cannot cover the 

"snorkel" can roam. 

Planes may be fitted with radar or 
"MAD" la magnetic airborne de- 
tector); but the "snorkel" has already 
whittled down much of the plane's 
usefulness. 

On the other hand, the U.S. Navy 
Ordnance Bureau has tested a new- 
type anti-submarine rocket that takes 
off from a shipboard launcher at 
"incredible speed" and "packs a jolt 
staggering enough to blow any sub. 
out of the water." 

New types of large surface ships 
are being built, designed for the first 
time as anti-submarine vessels— 7,000- 
ton "cruiser-killers" which will be 
equipped with all the latest devices. 

And, above all, there is the "killer- 
sub." ... a fast air-breathing type 
known to the U.S. Navy as the "guppy 
snorkel." Streamlined and stripped of 
all deck guns or other hindrances to 
underwater travel, the "guppy snor- 
kel" is designed to take up where 
revious undersea fleets have left off. 
t will seek its prey in the ocean 



depths and its victims will be its 

Whether these measures will suc- 
ceed, only practice can prove; but 
it is worth remembering that most 
experts seem to agree that, at presem. 
the submarine has a decided upper 
hand over all known methods to com- 
bat it. 

The official journal of the American 
Ordnance Association has warned that 
the submarine has altered the who.e 
strategy of total war. "The sun- 
marine will become the primary in- 
strument of naval attaclc m wars of 
the future," the journal says. "It 
will remain after the big flat tops, 
the battleships, the cruisers and most 
other surface warships have been 

To which Dr. Vannevar Bush, U.S. 
scientific adviser in World War IT., 
has added: "If we entered war soon 
against a technically and industrially 
strong nation ... a nearly immune 
submarine fleet might determine the 
outcome of the war in favor of the 
enemy. Many anti - submarine 
methods of the last war are now od- 
solete. There is no cure-all." 

So the matter stands . . . and, in 
this regard, it might be just as well 
to remember that official estimates 
claim Russia has at least 1D0 sun- 
marines of the very latest type har- 
boured in her Far-Eastern bases. 

Perhaps the world should have 
imitated Leonardo. 
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ENGAGEMENT NOTICE 
C . . . .— M . . . .—The engage- 
ment is announced of June M . . 
only daughter of Mr. and Mrs. T. 

M of Sydney, to Douglas 

P only son cf Mr. and Mrs. 

J- C of Melbourne. 

* * 

JTS an engagement notice you 
might see any day, anywhere, in 
any newspaper . . . but this an- 
nouncement is different; it has a 
story behind it. 

Doug and June both came from 
good families and no sickness had 
been noted in either of them at 



birth. Doug hod two sisters who, 
like their brother, had been quite 
healthy babies. 

Being very modern young people 
'and wiser than most), Doug and 
June went lo their doctor for a medi- 
cal check before they were married. 
The doctor, after a thorough exam- 
ination, discovered that both Doug 
and June were what he called RH 
positive. He also discovered that 
Doug was RH positive in a slightly 
different manner to June, He ex- 
plained: ''You have a slightly differ- 
ent gene formation on your chromo- 
somes. A gene is a mysterious some- 
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thing which, scientists believe carries 
the hereditary characteristics, such as 
brown eyes, red hair or left or right 
handedness. A chromosome is a 
microscopic body including in its 
make-up a number of genes. These 
chromosomes are handed down to a 
child by his parents, the mother do- 
nating one to each pair and the 
father the other. Whether you will 
be RH positive or RH negative is also 
determined by the genes. 

"Let's call the RH positive gene D, 
or since genes are always in pairs, 
call it DD. In the same way label 
the RH negative gene dd." 

Since Doug and June were both 
RH positive, they should both be 
DD, the doctor added. However, 
Doug was slightly different to June; 
whereas June is DD, Doug is Dd. 
This means that either Doug's mother 
or father was RH negative and the 
other RH positive. 

Since gene D is stronger than gene 
d when the two are combined (Dd), 
a baby would be RH positive and 
not RH negative, 

Ed and Valerie, on the other hand, 
wanted to become engaged about a 
year ago. 

Ed's mother, however, when she 
was told they wished to marry, would 
not consent lo the engagement being 
announced until both had been medi- 
cally examined. It was found that 
Valerie was RH negative (dd) and 
Ed RH positive (DD). Ed's mother 
forbade the engagement on the 
grounds that their children would 
not be healthy and normal, fit to 
carry on the family line. 

Ed was whisked off to the other 
side of the world to forget Val. 

Perhaps his mother was very 
wrong, but how to judge? 

Another couple, Bert and Ruth, got 
themselves married despite the fact 
that he was RH positive and she RH 



negative (just like Ed and Valerie). 
Their first child, a girl, was quite 
normal; but their second child, a boy, 
developed slight anaemia after 2 or 
3 days, Still, the baby was given a 
transfusion of RH negative blood and, 
after a few days, all signs of anaemia 
disappeared. 

The next child, a boy, was bom 
with severe jaundice; he died about 
the eighth day of hi's life, 

Ruth's doctor sensibly advised her 
against having any more children, 
saying that her next pregnancy 
would be in vain, but (as women 
will) she had yet another child. It 
was stillborn. 

Ruth and Bert's case is one typical 
of those two per cent, of RH positive 
and RH negative combinations that 
are affected by the RH Factor. 

So let us look at the case of an 
RH positive man (having the genes 
Dd) who marries an RH negative 
woman. In the instance where the 
RH factor comes into play we shall 
take two cases. One is typical; the 
other shows an outside factor which 
came to light and which has not yet 
been stated. 

The first case is that of Harry and 
Pat. Since Harry has two different 
genes there can be two different com- 
binations with Pat's genes. The baby 
can either be dd (RH negative), or 
Dd (RH positive). 

The first child was a boy who was 
RH negative; the second an RH posi- 
tive girl. The third child was again 
RH negative; but the fourth was RH 
positive and died soon after its birth. 

Harry and Pat did not have more 
children ... but they could have 
had a few more and, provided they 
were RH negative, the children would 
have .been quite normal, healthy 
babies. However, all other RH posi- 
tive children would have died. 
The other cose is that of Margery 
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and Max. Their first child, a boy, 
was stillborn. The doctor found that 
this was again due to the EH Factor. 
As in previous cases, it only occurred 
after one or two, perhaps even mora, 
babies had been stillborn. 

Now why was Margery's baby still- 
born? Margery served during the 
early days of the war. Whilst in New 
Guinea the hospital in which she was 
nursing was bombed. Margery was 
badly wounded in the arm, losing 
much blood. So many were wounded 
(and the need for transfusions was 
so urgent) that any blood was given 
to the victims, provided, of course, 
that it matched their blood grouping. 

As a result, Margery was trans- 
fused with an amount of RH posi- 
tive blood making her incapable of 
bearing any live RH positive child- 

This would not, of course, affect 
any RH negative children she had, 
so there was a 50-50 chance of her 
children living. 

Margery and Max were so alarmed 
10 CAVALCADE, September, 1951 



on learning this that they went to 
a lawyer and sued the army because 
of its negligence, which, they claim- 
ed, caused Margery's inability to 
hear live RH positive children. 
Margery won her case but was no 

comforted than before. 
Her next child was a healthy RH 
negative girl, the next was an RH 
negative boy, but Margery and Max 
did not have any more children. 

What Is it that causes these RH 
positive babies to be affected at or 
before birth? When an RH negative 
woman is carrying a child who is 
RH positive, Hie mother's system 
builds up n number of anti-RH posi- 
tive agglutinins to combat the RH 
positive agglutinogens of the baby. 

Agglutinogens, in order to under- 
stand them, can be compared in a 
very broad and general way with, 
say, the virus of any common ail- 
ment. Thoy con, in the same gen- 
eral way, be compared with the 
antibodies your blood system builds 
up to combat this intruder, The anti- 
bodies in the human blood system 
destroy the virus in order to heal 
tlie body; and, in the same way, 
the agglutinins nmct with the agglu- 
tinogen of the baby. When this hap- 
pens, the red blood cells of the baby 
arc broken down and the tissues 
(which are supplied by these blood 
cells) are injured. 

This is why a baby may be born 
with jaundice as jaundice occurs 
when the red blood cell is broken 
down. 

When a number of agglutinins 
have been formed, owing to a num- 
ber of pregnancies, more red blood 
cells ore broken down and the tissues 
are so badly destroyed that the baby 
is born dead. 

There is, however, no ill effect up- 
on the mother's circulation. In this 
way it does not matter to the 



mother's circulation how many child- 
ren are affected by the RH Factor. 

Can anything be done to cure the 
results of this RH Factor? Unfor- 
tunately, it isn't possible to prevent 
a child from being RH positive if the 
mother is RH negative, for this is 
determined by genes. The only thing 
to do is to try to help the baby's 
circulation on birth. 

Still, we do know whether a baby, 
when in the foetal stage, is RH posi- 
tive or RH negative? This is discov- 
ered by testing the mother's serum; 
if the RH antibody is found to be 
present, an affected birth can be ex- 

The doctor may, of course, caus< 
the baby to be bom 3-4 weeks pre- 
maturely in order to make the break- 
down of the red blood cells less. This 
is however, a risk and can only be 
done where every facility for deal- 
ing with premature babies is present. 

If a baby is only very mildly af- 
fected, the need to transfuse may 
not be necessary, as the baby's cir- 
culation may be strong enough to 

In a badly affected case, the need 
to transfuse is very urgent. In some 
hospitals in Sydney the complete 
circulation of the baby is replaced 
with fresh blood. Blood of the 
same grouping as the baby (but 
which is RH negative) is used. RH 
negative blood is not affected by the 
RH positive agglutinins present in 
the baby's blood and therefore pre- 
vents further breakdown. 
- Strangely enough, ■ it has been 
found that to transfuse RH negative 
blood from a female is much more 
satisfactory than transfusing RH 
negative blood from a male. The 
reason for this is not, however, 
known. 

The only way in which a healthy 
baby can be born when an RH posi- 



tive man is married to an RH nega- 
tive woman (who has previously 
given birth to a badly jaundiced er 
stillborn child! is to have a baby as 
a result of artificial insemination by 
an RH negative donor. This method, 
however, is still the subject of wide 
debate and so is not widely used. 
However, it has brought a great deal 
of happiness to some families. 

So you can soc how necessary it is 
to have good medical care during a 
have a medical check 
e. But do not be 
alarmed. Remember: from all the 
RH positive-RH negative marriages, 
only two per cent, are affected. Per- 
haps in the future, with the advances 
of modern science, even this two per 
cent, will be eliminated. You never 
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If music be the voice of Jove, sing on: 
but remember all music isn't canned. 




■y^HY should they laugh when you 
sit down to play after "Six Easy 
Lessons?" Music can come from an 
axe-blade or meat- cleaver.- 

Each time I hear "God Sav e the 
King" my personal association-of- 
ideas system brings up a picture 
of a fat little woman in black bom- 
bazine who is emitting the familiar 
strains from the region of her stern- 
sheets. 

It's rude, and damned irreverent, 
for the portly one was Queen Vic- 
toria, probably more unamused than 
ever when an enterprising inventor 
presented her with his pride and joy: 
a music-box to be concealed in a 



lady's bustle and .10 engineered that 
whenever the lady sat down (if ever 
she wore it) it went into action and 
tinkled out ''God Save fhe Queen." 

But Queen Victoria is not the only 
British queen whose name is linked 
with a giddy musical contraption. 
When Good Queen Bess wanted some 
particular favor from the Sultan of 
Turkey in 1593, she .rcrH him an organ 
that would knock the pants off any 
of our picture-theatre instruments. 

It played four times a day without 
an organist. After a clock had 
struck, chimes of bells pealed and 
several songs tinkled out, two carved 
angels raised their trumpets and 
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tootled a wkttial melody, being sawn and shaped. Only the 

Following this, m the words of the bridge supporting the str.ngs was <t 

man who was scut out with it In a wood. 

jjpec ship to erect it in Constant.- You could read Births, Death* and 

nopic Then the muncke *tr.t off. Marriages of the 18&4's on the front 

and played a sang of live pa.-tes twyse of it, and the sporting news on the 

owr. In the top* of the orean, it back. 

bcinf! 16 foute hie, did stand a holly It hud a soft, mellow torn.-, and 

bushe full cf biacke birds and was made by Frank's father, an Es- 

thrushb, which at the end of the toman who came to Australia, 
rhuzicke -i:d synge and shake theire Another chap I came bctoss was a 

wynges ..." New Australian who was carefully 

The English were always partial to gouging a tiny violin body from a 

novel instruments: In 1763 an "Ode on piece o£ pine knocked from a fruit- 

St Cecilia's Day," "was adapted to case, in the wood-carving room at 

the ancient British rr.us.ck, viz: "the -Jie Melbourne Technical CoUege. 
salt-box, the jew's harp, the tongs, H , 9 tr)0 i s were a handful of gouges 

the marrow bones, the cleaver, and a „ d cul Hown from standard- 

the hum-saw. or hurdy-gurdy." 6 ;. ie too j s Sl) he could carry them in 

There was something red-blooded his coat pocket. They were about all 

and vital about music in those days. he possessed when he escaped from 

Everyone had a hand in it. Europe- He worked at the Tech at 

The Hang surgvd into the kitchen. b«c«iw> hu l^My "bjeeted 

tte^wmed their 'teeth to "the rafters Wlien the fiddle body was fitted to 
and gave tongue to something topical, a mandolin neck (red gum niched 
noisy and-proferab!y-bawdy, while from firewood pile and polished W 
one kept time with the fire tongs, the color of rosewood) and the whole 
another :r.aracha-ed cn the salt-box. thing finished, varnished and strung 
while aiio-her gabbed a marrow as a mandolin, it played quite tune- 
bane and with it, belted sonorous fully and pleasantly and fitted com- 
hell out of the moat cleaver. forlably into the back pocket of his 

But one doesn't have to delve back trousers, 
int.. -ho past for unusual instruments. That was the idea of the small 
I f wonder where Frank size and the fiddle-shaped body-the 

Ortenscn is these days. Last news musician Liked bush-walking, and 
,, .I f , on I - to Eng- still clung to a habit of wandervogeh 

ful |-w;r.K „.,r.:xat.oi. o£ one of that of singing to the accompan.ment 
Z ma-.y som, U had written and, of rr.andol.n or Ru.fr while wander- 
rfnly -oo often, played in the streets ing along the roads, 
ai a busker Amateur hours also bring to light 

Frank had a fiddle made from some of tlie gadgets folks rig up when 
newspaper. Every mch of it - body, music enters their soul 
neck scroll sound res* and tuning Australia's Amateur Hour naa 
keys - was made from newspapers rather a run some years back when 
that had beer, glued and compressed ingenious musicians turned up with 
into sheets; then soaked in linseed everything from washboard rhythm 
oil to make them wood-hard before to musical saws. 
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Ah, sex . , . it's everywhere! Latest gadgets in Hollywood 
are burglar alarms that just drip with sex appeal. The con- 
ventional screeching and clanging alarm now in vogue will be 
replaced by the tearful streams of popular movie-stars, guaran- 
teed to bring every male from IS to 75 rushing to the rescue. 
Claims ex-Marine inventor, Vincent de Cesaris: "Trouble with 
present alarms is that they scare almost everyone away from 
the spot marked X; no red-blooded male (nor most of the 
anaemic ones, for that matter) will be able to resist the appeal- 
ing shrieks of. Lauren Bacall, Dorothy Lamour or Betty Grable." 
Or will they? Depends on the burglar, maybe. You never can 
tell for sure. 

—From "Photoplay," the world's best motion picture magazine. 




£ a small cave, attired in kilt 
nd sporran, and skirled a lament for 
g-dead Scots and the bonnie hills 

His audience wriggled into view at 
b mouth of the cave and disappear- 
again when the show was over: 
ree Drowns and two tiger snakes. 
The big carpet snake on the ledge 
jp in the rocks also pushed 
when the music stopped. 
Some time ago a story went the 
-unds concerning a pipe major of 
"dney, who went fishing with the 
.gpipes. He lured his finny dinners 
the surface with poignant wails 
d gaffed them before they could 

Whether they were charmed or 
unned was never quite satisfactor- 
y established. 

So there you are. If you must have 
usic, you can make it from any- 
ing from a tobacco tin to an aero- 
plane propeller; and, if you feel like 



writing your own melodies into the 
bargain, see if you can unearth .in 
old pamphlet of Mozart's. The title 



page i-bbub: i. 
many Gorman waltzes 
without the 



knowledge of 

It was not done by numbers; it was 
done by throwing dice. 

Don't let it worry you if friends 
don't praise your musical outpour- 
ings. It's all a matter of taste. And 
Mark Twain said the last word on 
taste when he was hauled over the 
coals by. a musical acquaintance for 
daring to blister a performance of 
"Salome." 

"What makes you think you can 
criticise, Clements? Can you play 
the piano? Have you ever written 
a song?" asked the friend. 

"No I can't and I haven't," said the 
writer doggedly. "And I can't lay an 
egg, either. But I know damn well 
when I get one that's rotten." 




SYLVESTER AND HIS GUARDIAN ANGELS 

CAVALCADE, Seplembe 




"BOSS" CROKER 
meets the Britons 



QNE day in the late nineties, a 
Cunarder disgorged an American 
gentleman who intended settling in 
England. He might have crossed the 
Atlantic for a number of reasons. 
The desire to dwell mid hedged lanes 
and green fields, a yen to hear the 
nightingale at eve, a yearning to 
drench himself in the history of the 
tight little isle. 

In actual fact, his migration had a 
much more urgent impetus. Had he 
not migrated, he would undoubtedly 
— as several of his associates did — 
have made a short trip up the Hud- 
son River to a place geographically 
known as Ossining (and more collo- 



quially and evilly named Sing Sing). 

The man. whose name was Croker, 
was a decamping New York politi- 
cian. As Boss of Tammany Hall (an 
organisation which had heen bossing 
that City's administration for some 
years), Mr. Croker had been respon- 
sible for some trifling errors of judg- 
ment that had cost the City some 
money, 

For instance, he- had entered into 
a contract for paving stones which 
involved some millions of dollars, and 
the contractor had forgotten to de- 
liver the stones. 

A Grand Jury investigated ti.e City 
Administration and decided that not 
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only could the City do without the 
Tammany Hoys, but that certain of 
them should be provided with free 
board and iodging at the State's ex- 
pense. 

"Boit" Croker, with fine foresight, 
had stowed away a little pittance of 
a million dollars or so in England 
aRainst the evil day. He decided that 
the time had come to follow his 
money over the water. 
; It was obviously an occasion 
which called for an open mind and 

1 
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r 

I 

fi.-l 
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Ar.d i 



himself t 



tock, t 



for 



guil 



i with 
then 



Then he received another shock. 
The Jockey Club, that staid hody of 
men, notified him that thvy didn't 



could, and did. So he took himself 
off to Ireland, where he set up a 
stud-farm. He had one desire. That 
was to breed a Derby winner, to 
show "those stuck-up s.o.b.'s of the 
Jockey Club that 'EW Croker wee 
not a man to he trifled with." 

He also sent to America for a good 
brood mare. The one sent back was 
a mare called Khoda B. for three 
years, the Croker Stud produced 
colts that turned into fair performers, 
but not crack* by any means. 

Then he mated Rhoda B. with 



o'. the 



The 



the land 



irtd decided that here was a 
field for exploitation. 

le sent back to the States, asking 
jhem to send over a consignment r.i 
horses, with which he could make 
a name on the English turf. 

His mates in America proved their 
versatility with the double-cross by 
sending him a collection of hay- 
burners who had some difficulty in 
standing up. let alone running. 

Doping was prevalent in America 
then, and the mokes ■■Boss'" Croker 
KOt were those shot so full of dope 
that nothing short of dynamite would 
have bducec them to gallop. 

"The Boss." most annoyed at this 
demonstration o£ the ingratitude of 
men, bought some English blood- 



That yea: was a weak Derby year, 
the favourite at 13 to E "on" being 
another Irish bred horse, Sheve Gnl- 
hon. 

But Slieve Ca'.lion couldn't handJe 



dec 



lhe> 



aight- 



head in tl 
his wheel, 
encd up. 

It was all over then, and Orby 
strode home an easy winner, with 
"Boss" Croker looking towards the 
official stand and jeering. 

He had hroupjit off his million-to- 
one chance revenge on the Jockey 
Club. 

Back to Ireland went Orby, and 
• The Boss" settled down to nvike a 
real mark in breeding. Orby began 
to get good stock. 

"The Boss," whose language was 
nearly us colorful as his past, gradu- 
ally bec.imc respectabie and was ad- 
mitted to the circle of fashionable 
breeders. Now and then, however, 
there would be suggestions that he 
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sr 74,000 stitche; 
t A customer 
height 



38,713 

stitches hy hand and 35,679 by 
machine Trousers need 7,736 
hand stitches and 10,948 ma- 
chine; a jacket 32,014 hand 
and 20,273 machine. So — as 



least - 



les Hungarian 
', D. C. Saky. A U.S. 
', one Carlson, found 
suits had 47,189 hand 
Ms; 7,740 for the waist- 
9,561 for trousers; and 
13 for jacket. -, 



Mi 



Sure that the methods used hy Tarn, 
many in New York would be enough 



tions of the Ould 


Sod Croker went 


to work. 




The old Tamman 




what had hit him 


His slate of can- 


didates was cr 


shingly defeated. 


"God knows how 




of them voted!" s 


id the "Boss" ad- 


miringly. "There 


were only three 


thousand voters in 


Bally briggen, and 


we counted four 


times that many 


Evidently, electi 


us in tfiose days 


went to the energe 


to rather than the 



was in with the more disreputa 
element on the Turf ... the b< 
whose horses were down the cou 
when they were 6/4, and strolled ho 
at 16/1 with every S.P. shop in I 
country loaded with bets on 1 



Orhy began to throw fine sprinters 
in his early days as a sire. Sugar 
Palm and Gold Bridge were two of 
the fastest horses up to a mile that 
England lias known. 

In 1917 Croker sold Lord Glanely 
an Orby colt for 470 guineas. Had 
the Boss realised what he was do- 
ing, he would probably have dropped 
dead. This colt, who was by a mare 
with no pretensions to class at all, 
was named Grand Parade. Under 
that name, he went on to win .the 
Derby of 1919. 

when "he crossed the Atlantic in the 
nineties. Yet, after the war, in 1920, 
he interested himself in Irish poli- 
tics. Not on a grand scale of course, 
but in local and county elections. 
A rude shock was waiting for him. 



The 
e fired 



r riders; but Croker 
I find got a profes- 
Otry hoop, who rode 

started a hot fav- 
a noticeable point 
g was that the sec- 
:en very well backed 
* to beat the favour- 



of the 



Croker entered the Stewards' Room 
to find that the grounds for the pro- 
test were that his horse had been 
ridden by a professional. The charge 
could be proven without trouble and 
the visiting jockey, hoping to get 
off lightly himself, broke down and 
admitted everything. 

He lost the race and was warned 
off for a year. 

But the thing that really hurt him 
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PRINCE OF BLACK 
fj^&Zto* SILENCE 




From the shambles of a massacre there arose 
an African chief who had a genius of warfare. 



By LESTER WAY 



JN 1850, tlie Kassonkes raided a Sar- 
rakholais village. They were after 
loot— human loot, living bodies. They 
slaughtered those who were too old, 
or too young, for the slave market 
and carried off the saleable specimens. 

Such raids were almost daily oc- 
currences along the Senegal River in 
Africa, and this one would have been 
forgotten overnight, but for a young 
woman who was captured, and a boy 

The captured woman was Fatugaya, 
wife of a caravan trader. Pierre Loll 
had known her, and had described 



12-y 



r-old 



mportant, she had 
named Samory. 
isaed ifxto history. 



That nam. 

Returning to the shambles that had 
been his village, Samory started at 
once to confront the dreaded Kas- 
sonke chief, and to demand the re- 
lease of his mother. 

Something about the boy impressed 
the chief. 

He didn't release his lovely new 
concubine, but neither did he seize 
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Samory io hold him as a slave. He 
kept the boy in his personal service, 
and was soon entrusting him with 
important affairs. 
That was Samory's start in life. 
He had a capacity for leadership, n 
power of attracting men's devotion 
which has been compared to that of 
Na Dole on. He welded together an 
African alliance and placed himself 
at the bead of a military force larger 
than any the Senegal region had seen 
since the days of the Arab conquests. 
He made himself king, and started 
on a career of conquest. 

But the French were also engaged 
in conquering Senegal. That made 
things awkward; it made them par- 
ticularly awkward for the French. 

Because, by 1885, Samory com- 
manded a force of over 60,000 men. 
According to a Colonel Frey,_5,000 of 
these were mounted, and it was a 
formidable army. The French were 
hopelessly outnumbered, thay suf- 
fered defeat after defeat. 

To he sure, the French were using 
native troops. They depended on the 
Senegalese thai']) shooters whom they 
called "volunteers," though actually, 
with few exceptions, they were slaves 
whom the French had bought at the 
recognised price of £12 a head. 

As it was, the war dragged on. 
Samory won major engagements, but 
could gain no decisive victory; his 

In 1880, the French offered an armed 
truce, and a treaty wae signed. It 
recognised Samory's sovereignity, and 
provided for trade and travel be- 
tween his kingdom and the French- 
controlled areas. In addition, the 
French undertook to entertain 
Samory's son, Karamoko, in Paris, 
Showing him the full glories of civili- 
sation, and letting him sample its 
delights. 

It was on Karamoko that the French 



pinned their hopes. On this young 
savage, straight from the depths of 
Africa, Paris concentrated all its 

But for debauchery, Paris afforded 
infinite facilities. Karamoko drank 
the sparkling wine. He accepted the 
numerous tempting consorts who of- 
fered themselves. He viewed the 
French army at drill, he witnessed 
mock artillery bombardments. And 
he kept a solemn face, saying nothing. 

He listened intently to the French 
diplomats, the "experts on Africa." 
They could always get his ear, they 
could count on a flattering attentive- 

But they couldn't get any answers. 
During his entire visit, he spoke so 
rarely that Parisian wits nicknamed 
him "The Prince of Black Silence.'' 
They even briefed an expensive 
courtesan to disarm Karamoko by 
her arts, and to And out what he 
thought of all he had seen and heard. 

In the end, the experts themselves 
had to pry his lips open. They started 
with a direct question about Demba, 
chief of the Bambaras. 
Was Demba a follower of Samory's? 
Karamoko said, "Yes, Demba serves 
Samory very well." 

Did Samory trust Demba? Did he 
have a high opinion of him? 
Karamoko nodded. 
Then the diplomats explained, in 
language so simple that even a 
tongue-tr«l savage must comprehend, 
how Karamoko could continue to en- 
joy all the favors of France. They 
knew Demba. Demba was a man of 
great wisdom. Karamoko's futuie 
would be free from care, it would 
be full of pleasure, if he would allow 
Demba to guide him in all things. 

Karamoko should urge his father to 
place Demba in charge of treaty re- 
lations, and to give Demba control 
of the army. This would be proof of 
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force left that frontier alive. The 
truce had ended abruptly. 

In Ssmt Louis, the French com- 
mandant decided on a brilliant stroke. 
He could muster five thousand sharp 
shooters at short notice; lie ordered a 
forced march into Samory's kingdom. 
His objective was swift and total 
victory; it was to capture both Sam- 
ory and Karamoko by an unexpected 

The attack was made through Sar- 
rakholias territory. The Sarrak- 
holais vrere the darlings of the 
French, the traders of Senegal, 
favoured, in all things and enriched 
by French rule. An attack from that 



quarter 



vould : 



i French thought. 
Did they forget that Samory him- 
self was a Sarrakholias? Or did they 
think he neglected "military intelli- 

The column crossed Samory's 
frontier without opposition. It 
marched fast, and saw no sign of the 
'enemy for a full day. Night fell, but 
the column pressed on while, behind 
it, another column— the sharp 
shooters' wives with burdens on their 
heads— trudged wearily, unable to 
maintain the killing pace. 

They were so far behind that their 
screams did not warn the army. They 
were seized— seized by French-armed 
Sarrakholais! They were stripped 
everything, including their clothes, 
Sarrakholais women took charge of 
them, and the men swept on to strike 
at the rear of the column. 

It was a black night, and the French 
assumed it was Samory behind them. 
They swung round to fight him off, 
and Karamoko made a frontal attack. 

He threw the French into confusion. 
Next, an attack came on both flanks; 
it was a perfect trap, and Samory's 

fighting. 



Even so, not a sharp shooter sur- 
rendered. The battle raged till dawn, 
and daylight found a pitiful frag- 
ment of the invading force still stand- 
ing. Samory's men made short work 
of them. 

The victors withdrew. The sun 
rose. Many of the wounded were 
still conscious when Sarrakholais 
women began threading their way 
through the carnage. Those women 
were armed with knives and they 
herded the naked wives of the sharp 
shooters before them. 

They forced each wife to identify 
her husband, then forced her to wit- 
ness the mutilations they had come 
to perform. 

So Karamoko repaid the French for 
the strange pleasures they had taught 
him in Paris. 
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ATTLE 



Curves aren't only Iclhul to motorists; 
feminine varieties, too, cause mayhem. 



JF you'll just be patient a moment 
until we atop gibbering, we'd like 
to announce that the United States 
of America appear io he on the verge 
of another (and quite as uncivil) 
Civil War. 

As a matter of fact, the opening 
shots seem to have been fired in what 
historians will probably remember as 
Fashion's Battle of the Bulge(s). 

In the corner on our right, coming 
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of the 
BULGE 

(BOUDOIR DIVISION! 

out (and in all the best places, too), 
is "The Original Hubba-Hubba Girl" 
. . . Miss Evelyn ("Treasure Chest") 
West . . . Belle of the Brassiere Belt. 

In the corner on our left, also 
coming out in much the same man- 
ner, is "Mrs. America" . . . known 
more domestically as Mrs. Frances 
Cloyd ... to the plaudits of assembled 
matrons of the Republic. 

So— before the gong goes — we'd 



belter put you right in the picture. 
(You'll find several on Pages 29 to 

ju 

Believe it or not, Miss West's first 
]ob found her fully dressed. To tell 
tile truth, she began as a "gum- 
girl," dispensing chews in Petersburg, 
Illinois ... for the municifent re- 
muneration of fifteen dollars a week. 

Rightly, Miss West realised she was 
not cut out (literally and metaphori- 
cally) for such a role. She began 
to develop herself (in all senses) at 
a dancing class. Before long, she 
iiad burst upon the gawping gaze of 
the public as "Hubba-Hubba Girl, 
rNo. 1." 

And "burst" is the word. Soon 
her progress through the niteries read 
like a socialite's description of Para- 
dise . . . which was not surprising, 
for Miss West was billing herself as 
a "semi- classical nude dancer" (by 
no means an overstatement) . 

Then came a night at Slapsie 
Maxie's club in 'Frisco . . . and M:ss 
West put her best foot (or something) 
forward. A star role in "A Night At 
The Follies" followed. Miss West 
. . . and her "Treasure-Chest" . . . 
■were going places. 

She became "an exotic dancer" . . . 
clad (for short intervals) in a form- 
fitting black evening gown . . . and 
escorted by an appealing but ageing 
dummy by the name of Esky. 

Photographer's flash-bulbs are re- 
ported to have exploded unassisted 
and the asterisk -mark on type-writers 
ran red-hot under the trembling fin- 
gers of social scribes. 

Miss West thereupon extended her 
night-club bookings to include per- 
sonal displays on ten theatre circuits 
... in California and other poinls, 
north, south, east and West. She 
also managed to cut into the oogling 
time of her fans to appear in the 
fllwi "Gun Happy." 



And— just to be sure that there was 
never a dull moment— she issued a 
visiting card. It read (tersely but 
reveal ingly ) : "ACT: Very novel and 
unusual strip . . . sex, comedy, drama 
and suspense . . . Works mild or 
strong ... 11 minutes." 

The heat was definitely on. Simul- 
taneously, however, there was resid- 
ing in the same localities as Miss 
West . - - breathing the same air, in 
fact . . . Mrs. Frances Cloyd . . . "Mrs. 
America," to you . . . recently elected 
as the perfect specimen of All-, 
American matrimony. 

"Mrs. America" must take to her 
breast the responsibility for the up- 
surge ot the stormy billows. 

Rendered reckless, perhaps, when 
crowned at Ashbury Park (New Jer- 
sey), "Mrs. America" was unwary 
enough to venture the Opinion that 
"a woman should be married before 
she can qualify as really matured and 
beautiful." 

Which was evidently fighting-talk 
of a high-octane brand. Miss West 
(who has earned her nickname of 
"Treasure Chest" for two very ob- 
vious reasons) was immediately in- 
cited to unbosom herself ... in many 
senses and with considerable aban- 
don. She let it be known that she 
took an extremely poor view of 
"Mrs. America's" excuses for popping- 
off such generalities. 

"What's wrong with these curves 
of mine?" she demanded austerely of 
a bug- eyed portion of the Press. 
"I've never been married and' I 
haven't had any complaints about my 
assemblage." 

Not a voice was raised to deny it. 
Even "Mrs. America" reserved her 
arguments. But Miss West refused 
to be assuaged. 

"What has Mrs. America got that 
I haven't got?" she insisted. "Judge 
for yourselves." The Press impul- 
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Once upon a time, it used 
i that pid- 
English was "English 
with Chinese bones." 
"Which, seems to call for the 
exclamation: "How true! How 
very true!" When an Orien- 
tal businessman was asked by 
a brash commercial attacne 
what he thought of the state 
ol the world, he answered: 
"Belly bad. Can do, no can 
do, what fashion." Which 
means: "Very bad. To be 
not to be, that's the ques- 
tion." Get the point' 



lues- < 



sively hastened to oblige her. They 
judged that Miss West had got five 
feet four and three -quarter inches 
in height; 120 lbs. in weight; 26 inches 
of waist; 36 inches of hips. "And 
what you're interested in measures 
39 and a half inches," Miss West 
concluded expansively. 

Breathing deeply, several compara- 
tive statisticians tore themselves away 
to check up on "Mrs. America." 
They discovered that "Mrs. Ameri- 
ca's" bid was: Height, five feet six 
inches; weight, 125 lbs.; waist, 26 
inches; hips, 36 inches; and the mat- 
ters in dispute, 3614 inches. 

Whereupon Miss West's manager 
briskly seized a golden chance of 
opening a new front. "This matter 
has been hanging on too long," he 
wired Mrs. America. "I offer you 
a definite chance of an anatomy con- 
test. Let the public sit in judgment 
on the assemblages of the two." 

He even promised to pay "Mrs. 
America's" travelling expenses. Un- 
fortunately, "Mrs. America" was then 
absorbed in the routine of getting 



herself a divorce and was unable to 

ft would be churlish not to admit 
that Miss West has the weight of 
the evidence on her side. 

But she is (from the record) taking 
no chances. Presumably working on 
the theory that a Treasure Chest is 
in danger if not covered, Miss We.-,t 
has gone to the precaution of in- 
suring her superstructure with Lloyd's 
of London. The amount involved is 
quoted variously at 511,000 dollars and 
100,000 dollars ("fifty for each," claims 
United Press); the risk being "oecu- 

And Lloyd's should know. 

There was only one small hitch m 
Miss West's dickerings with Lloyd's 
. . . and that was speedily overcome. 
It was caused by the policy's in- 
sistence that "the property to be 
insured must be examined and found 
to be in good condition." Though an 
ample supply of amateur observers 
was naturally available, these lacked 
the technical qualifications. An expert 
was needed. He was soon found in 
the person of Dr. Philip R. Erenberg, 
Physician and Surgeon, of Hollywood. 

In his official statement, Dr. Eren- 
berg disclosed that Miss W. was 
"negative" for the purposes of patho- 
logical research. 

Both Lloyd's and Miss W. promptly 
signed on the dotted line.- 

What "Mrs. America's" reply will 
be remains, of course, to "be seen: 

Miss West— as you have been able 
to observe for yourselves — is dis- 
tinctly a Woman of Parts. .She .is 
(we have been informed) not solely 
artiste; she is also an inventor. 

The latest product of. her ingenious 
mind is a brassiere with a built-in 
zip cord. 

This interesting contraption has 
been inspected by the U.S. Press, who 
opine that "though it may not have 
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the significance of the brain- children 
M Thomas Alva Edison and the 
Wright Brothers, it is currently draw- 
ing much greater attention." 

Basically, the device does not differ 
from the ordinary uplift to female 
iftorale . . . except for one difference. 
But what a difference! Instead of 
having to fasten the garment (or 
what have you) by reaching round 
to some point behind your back 
where you can't even scratch with 
enjoyment, all you need to do is 
pull a simple zipper ... in front. 

As Miss West explains: "It's the 
sort of thing a lady can keep her 

prayer will be marketed as "The 
Hubba-Hubba Bras." 



Footnote: We wish to announce 
that Miss Evelyn ("Treasure Chest") 
West — despite a certain resemblance — 
makes no claim to any relationship 
with Miss Mae ("Come Up And See 
Me") West. Miss "T-C" West was 
born Pat McQuillan, of Columbia, 
Kentucky. 

STOP PRESS: International reper- 
cussions are reported in the Battle 
of the Bulge. British beauty Queen, 
Marie Wilson, has also thrown out 
an open challenge. Complaining that 
she has so far not encountered any 
rival with anything to be chesty 
about, Miss Wilson adds pessimisti- 
cally that "she only hopes U.S. has 
a swim-suit big enough to fit her." 




the captain was too 




The ladies found hlin just too, too captivating; but if they had 
shunned him like a leper, he would have saved himself woe. 



pAFTAIN Peter de la Fontaine was 
obviously born, to demonstrate the 
cheering fact that no one can make 
a bigger fool of himself than a man 
whose profession it is to fool other 
people. 

At first, however, the Captain 
showed every symptom of being one 
of those sun-blessed characters for 
whom Fate's weather bureau has 
predicted not a single rainy day. 

Which was where one, Jeanette, 
daughter of a marquis, stepped into 
the scene. The Captain apparently 



turned quite insane. He dashed fo 
the wench's father and demanded her 
as his wife. Her father bowed him 
to the door. Crossing the threshold, 
the Captain paused to proclaim that 
he intended to have the girl "at any 

From the record, the cost involved 
was covered by the hire' of a coach. 
The deluded maid consented to elope. 
Not bothering about a mere marriage 
ceremony, the Captain briskly whisk- 
ed her off to Rouen. There, the pair 
spent an ardent, if impromptu, honey- 
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mijuri; but the Captain seems to have 
grown sated. He escorted his unsus- 
l>ccling inamorata to Paris and suc- 
cuaaCully lost her in the streets. 

When this came to her father's ears, 
tlio storm really broke. The Captain 
wmi in a coffee-house when he was 
nr rested on a charge of "brutal 
iibduction." He looked a moral cer- 
Ulnty for the Bastille until — such 
being the way of all too few women 
—Jeanette reappeared to wail that it 
wns all her fault. 

Reverting from seduction to 
■laughter, the Captain rejoined the 
Epfiky. He was scarcely in camp 
when an unusually fragile infantry- 
man was attached to him . . . "as a 
bntman." They were both batting 
happily together in one tent when 
lilie batman surprisingly had a baby. 

The High - Brass were battering 
their brains for a suitable penalty 
when Jeanette conveniently solved 
Uteir problem by dying of small-pox. 
She left the Captain all her money. 
The Captain used it to tour Europe. 

At least, that was the idea; but the 
Captain displayed his swordsmanship 
by skewering a fellow officer and 
Hgain tlie Bastille yawned. The Cap- 
tain panted aboard ship. Snapped up 
by Moorish pirates, he found himself 
In a Constantinople dungeon. 

Ransomed, he next favoured Holland 
With his presence. In no time, he was 

10 fireily wooing a burgher's wife that 
he made Amsterdam too hot to hold 
him. So hot, indeed, that the disease- 
riddled hell-hole of Curacao seemed 

11 comparative health resort. 

Here, the Captain again expanded. 
Introduced to a wealthy widow, he 
actually wed her. This was another 
«rror. Though she presented the 
Captain with four children she con- 
tinued to entertain a bevy of other 
gallants. The Captain cut off one 
■wain's ear. 

The widow subsided and the Cap- 



tain branched out as a plantation 
owner. His negro slaves immediately 
attempted to poison him. The Cap- 
Lain survived. 

The Captain sailed for England. In 
London, he backed a Venetian named. 
Zannier. Zannier went bankrupt for 
£300. The Captain paid the debt and 
thus earned Zannier's undying enmity. 

Unaware of this, however, the Cap- 
tain wed a second rich widow (he 
still had the first). He also engaged 
in some spritely goings-on with a 
shop-keeper's wife. But one of his 
love-letters fell into the hands of 
the charmer's husband. When the 
Captain arrived at his next rendez- 
vous, he found not only the lady 
waiting but her husband and her 
husband's brother as well . . . both 
threatening nastiness. The wife went 
back to her husband. The Captain 
went back to his (second) widow. 

And— unluckily — also to Zannier. 
The Captain was in one more tavern 
when he was greeted by Zannier, 
accompanied by a "woman in black." 
The Captain was too engrossed in 
making passes at the mysterious 
f-emale to notice that a man (also 
in black) was gabbling something 
from a hook. 

Only later was he aware that the 
man was a Fleet Prison parson and 
what he had been reading was the 
Marriage Service. But, by then, 
Zannier had had him arrested for 
bigamy (it should have been trigamyl. 

The Captain was jailed. Zannier 
visited him in his cell. Understand- 
ably, the Captain swiped him with 
a broom and knocked him uncon- 
scious. That was the last straw. 
Zannier swore that the Captain had 
forged a cheque. 

The Court found him guilty; 
and sentenced him to death. Appeals 
reduced the sentence to five years 
and transportation to America. The 
Captain sailed on September 9, 1752. 
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LAST LAUGH: Dance-addict, 23- 
year-old James Cumberland, nf 
Brooklyn, blithely entered a restaur- 
ant, two lithesome lovelies clinging 
tenderly to either arm. Suddenly he 
propped on his heels with popped 
eyes. "Lemme go! Lemme go!" he 
wailed, distraughtly endeavouring :o 
disentangle himself from the lovelies' 
clutch. "Now ain't you the one!" 
carolled the lovelies adoringly, un- 
twining themselves even more tightly 
about him. "Alwuz up ter a jolt-?!" 
They were still bubbling with happy 
merriment when four equally pleased 
police (disguised as longshoremen) 
eased James from their strangle-hold 
and arrested him for 13 armed rob- 

AEDENT AMATEURS: According 
to Scotland Yard, shop-lifting to 



ritain 



Now that the blackniarket is 
dwindling, gendarmes assess that 
nearly three-quarters of the shop- 
lifting is done by first- offenders. 
Offenders, add the constabulary (un- 
gallantly but firmly), are now "sixty 
per cent, feminine" . . , with desperate 
mothers of starving children at an all- 

THE DEVIL IT WAS! Some citi- 
zens hold Up banks; others just bust 
them open with dynamite; but the 
vast majority let thorn look over their 
. With all this, however, 



Edgar Tallon (currently in a U.S. 
cooler) lias an attitude towards bank- 
ing which places him in a minority of 
one. The ingenious Mr. Tallon in- 
veigled one Paul Belanger, member 
in good standing of a Canadian bank- 
ing firm, into a basement session of 
black magic and convinced the per- 
spiring plutocrat that he was in per- 
son an agent o£ the Devil. The Devil, 
he added as an after-thought, had 
sent him expressly to collect 15,000 
dollars from M. Belanger, Awed By 
this infernal request, M. Belanger 
paid up handsomely. Result? As at 
writing, M. Belanger is doing time 
for embezzling the fifteen grand; Mr. 
Tallon is suffering the same fate as 
an accessory. The Devil is still at 
large. 

DEATH DIET: There was a certain 
macabre logic about the reasoning c-f 
"Black Molly," a negress who was 
brought as a slave from Africa to the 
West Indies island of Haiti in 1786. 
Molly was sent to a plantation where 
—on the strength of her motherly 
appearance — she was set to work ns 
a midwife. Time passing as it will, 
however, Molly's master became 
puzzled at the lengthening list of still- 
born children she was presenting. He 
made a surprise inspection of Molly's 
quarters. He found Molly cheerfully 
munching at what was left of a new- 
born infant. 
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THE REFORMATION OF ARMAND DUBOSC 



FOR SIXTEEN YEARS, THE WEALTHIEST MAN IN NOUMEA 
FEARED THE SKELETON IN HIS CUPBOARD: IT GOT OUT. 



QIXTEEN years! Almost to the day! 

And now there had come an end: 
Councillor Armand Dubosc of 
Noumea put down the telephone and 
let his bulk subside into a protest- 
ing rattan chair. His fleshy face at 
that moment was as ugly as were 
his thoughts. Yet there were those 
in Nouvelle Caledonie who thought 
of Councillor Dubosc as one whose 
kindliness and philanthropy equalled 



that of Monaiew le maire, the well- 
loved Bazil Montour. 

Armand Dubosc almost stopped 
breathing. The threat that for six- 
teen years had hung over him, de- 
pendent only on the whim of one 
man, had evaporated with the last 
breath of Monsieur le maire, Bazil 
Montour— But no! It could not be 
true! Nnme-of- a -little- good-man! It 
could not! 



lething of 
ist Nou- 
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Dubosc allowed the ghost of a 
smile to come on a face as hard 
usually as the wood of the niaouii. 
"All, Monsieur Montour, is it not? 
We have not met before, I think." 

The down-at-heel visitor smiled. 
''No, monsieur, we have not met— not 
exactnient. But I have had the— ah— 
happiness of seeing you before. Even 
saw you at close quarters. Monsieur 
Dubosc. Ah, yes; quite close. But 
then, monsieur, it was your back 
that was towards me." 

"Morbleu! Your business?" Dubosc 
snapped. 

"—I happened to fall asleep, mon- 
sieur, in the shade of a rock beside 
La Cascade-du-Kagou. Do you 
bathe there frequently?" 

Montour affected to stifle a yawn. 
''Ah, you need not tell me, monsieur. 
You do not bathe frequently at La 
Cascade-du-Kagou — or anywhere 
else. How do I know that?" 

Dubosc had not spoken. His visi- 
tor was grinning in malicious enjoy- 
ment "Ah, bah; but it is simple — 
so simple. Your back, it has no sun- 



burn, no, it is unblemished but for—" 
"Well— ?" 

"But for one most curious mark, 
monsieur, I wonder, what does it 
signify, that mark so like a brand— 
so like a letter 'M' on your right 
shoulder? Ah, no; you would be 
most unwise to use the gun you no 
doubt have in that drawer. Antici- 
pating possible unpleasantness, Mon- 
sieur Dubosc, I have written a let- 
ter—to be opened only in the melan- 
choly event of my demise. Pardon, 
monsieur? — " 
Montour nodded approval. 
"That 'M' so intriguing on your 
back, mon ami; it stands for meur- 
trier— -murderer— is it not so? And 
it is the brand put on those who 
have tried and failed to escape from 
Devil's Island. Plainly, monsieur, 
you are a man of unusual determin- 
ation; for you tried a second time 
and got away." 

Dubosc's face was grey and life- 
less. With this man's coming, years 
of peace had ended. Years during 
which he had built up a new life; 
in which, at last, he, Armand Dubosc, 
had wielded power over the destinies 
of others. He was not loved, no. 
Since young manhood when the fan- 
fields of Provence had witnessed his 
wooing of Yvonne Bourgade and 
when he had killed a rival in a 
drunken quarrel— love had entered 
not at all into his life. But women, 
yes; bought and tossed aside. It was 
poetic justice, perhaps, that he had 
been on his way along the St. Louis 
road, bound for the home of Pierre 
Marsac, an ex -gendarme whose 
daughter Quona, was the most 
beautiful girl in Noumea— when the 
heat of the day had induced him to 
park his car, enter the thicket, and, 
for once forgetting a rigid rule, throw 
off his clothing and lave his over- 
heated bulk in the cool rush of 
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mi KiiHclim Cascadc-du-Kagou. 

5 utm inspecting that his bathing 

i, kI I,, i n seen, Dubosc had continued 

ho home of Pierre Marsac. 

■Il„ „|d gendarme had borrowed 
money from Dubosc on the security 
,., ],,, l„,u S e; his interest payments 
.i, I. n from regular; altogether from 
in, I,,, c's point of view, an excellent 

for the father of such an 

I, .tlvc young woman as Made- 

IWlUulk' Quona lo bo in. 

"Wlini do you want of me, Mon- 
louv?" 

■ Vnii expert mercy, Dubosc. You, 
ini Ihivo not spared man or woman 

tlciilarly woman — since you 

, , . ■<■ i Ich! Well then; for the good 
.1 j soul, I shall be truly merci- 
ful Hut it will not be in any way 
you will understand— yet. First, 
there is the matter of the Marsac 
ItlortifUGe: you will destroy it now-, 

ll E ; and to old Pierre you will 

rnnki, a little gift, a mere bagatelle. 
Of lino hundred thousand francs. Ah, 
Willi, mon ami; wait. I have but be- 
gun. To Mademoiselle Quona or 
rather to me, for we are about to 
marry, you will make over a half 
lliiirc in your nickel mines at 
Thlo, your copper mines at Pam, 
your sulphur leases in He Baolo and 
your meatworks at Ouaco. That will 
lonvo you still a very wealthy man, 
Dubosc; but it will do for the pre- 

Tliinking back in the past, Armand 
Dubosc cursed his late tormentor as 
I.,, reviewed those 'good works.' How 
tha fiends in hell must have laughed 

laughed with that devil Montour; 

Tiding him to one imbecility 

nflcr another. The gift of a schoo- 
ner to the missions; innumerable cash 
Donations, none of them small; the 
building of churches, hospitals, 
■Ohools; the donation of scholarships; 
iHirf to impoverished families with- 



out end! Every sou a drop of blood, 
A step sounded on the verandah. 
"Entrez— Entrez." Councillor Armand 
Dubosc's voice had once again its old 
note of impatience. It was Doct.-r 
Gery, solemn and sad-faced. 

"Well, Monsieur Dubosc; our good 
friend is gone. I should not have 
worried you again so late only that 
before he passed away, Bazil asked 
me to take charge of this letter for 
you— to be particularly careful that 
it reached you: hence my visit." 

Armand Dubosc, with fear in his 
heart, took the letter. 

"Please, Monsieur Dubosc; read it 
now. You were such— such close as- 
sociates; it is no doubt a last mes- 
sage of friendship," the Doctor beg- 
ged. 

Dubosc nodded mutely. He read: 

Armand, my old one; be at ease. 
I have not left, and never at any 
time have I written, any letter 
about my so-fortunate discovery 
that day at Cascade-du-Kagou. 
Relax, mon ami; but keep up the 
good works. We shall meet 
again, you and I- An re voir. 
Bazil. 

With the whole verbal repertoire 
of Devil's Island surging again into 
his mind. Dubosc sat tongue-tied. 

"Monsieur Dubosc; excuse me, I 
am puzzled—" The doctor was 
speaking. "What does it mean, can 
you tell me, when a man has a let- 
ter 'M' branded on his back?" 

Dubosc's huge hand gripped the 
doctor's arm. 
"What did you say?" 
The doctor disengaged Dubosc s 
grip with fingers equally strong. 

"Monsieur; I asked merely, do you 
know what it meant, a letter 'M' 
branded on the back of our Idle Rood 
friend, Bazil Montour?" 
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i.HL A BOTH cS^n^ AN ° AN ^TRALIAN 

°™ C ™HED BITTER MEMORIES THAT CALLED. 



F R ° M Ws sl00i behill d the cashier's 
desk, Joe surveyed his little king- 
dom. Small tables, draped will, blue 
and white cloths gleamed in the sub 
dued lieht Two or three diners 
lingered over their tiny cups of black 
coffee. The waiters moved quietly 
throu E h the blueness of cigarette 
smoke, laying the silver for (he 
morning. Joe smiled contentedly 
The cafe was his creation, his dearly- 
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loved and last child. It supported 
him now that his youth had passed. 
It represented the fulfilment of the 
great wish of his old age. The silver 
that shone in the till was a bright 
stream of hope, flowing with increas- 
ing speed towards the sea of his 
dream. 

He glanced at a table for two, near 
ihe door. Only fifteen minutes until 
closing lime and she had not come 



She hod the look in her eyes of one 
who doesn't see people, os people. 



With much time for thinking, as he 
KftjlMd un his stool, he had won- 
Bnd about tlie girl. Slim, supple, 
Willi soft, brown hair and a small, 
liilt'lliKeiit lace, she should have had 
lomoone to take her to dine, some- 
whnre better than this. Yet she came 
BBbb each night about ten, took her 
UN silently in the comer, and ate 
1 1 in Hiwipest meal. Her face was 
■llMd-ln utfiiinst the world. 



Joe shook his greying head. In 
the days when the world seemed so 
much happier and his face was un- 
lined, such a situation would not 
have been allowed. War ... it took 
so many of the young men. They 
died in glory, perhaps, but what hap- 
pened to those so many young wo- 
men who were left alone? 

The last customers had paid their 
checks and gone out into' the hot 



Www*, wom«! You can- win. According to 
Morrison of M,rh ltta n (U.S.) University, a law was passeJ I 
UW Romans as far back as 205 B.C.. prohibiting women frrm 
drivuig charinu. "Infuriated Rom.-.n feminity immediacy started 
•Jirote* which 2D years." reports the pleased Professor 



"Then 
housed the 



passed the law. Shi 



B.C. they stormed the Capitol and i 

Their right tu chariot was expeditiously 
mg was tried in ancient Greece. First to 
ife of the legal eagle who 



night. Two lights burned in the dim 
cavern of the cafe. Joe settled down 
to count the day's receipts before 
he ate his supper. He heard the 
scueak of the street doar. He must 
oil the hinge. 

The brown-haired girl hesitated lii 
the doorway, her face white, tired, 
disappointed. 

"Oh, I'm sorry. You're closed. I 
thought I'd just be able to make it." 

Joe looked at the clock. Reno and 
Tony would be anxious to go home. 
He hesitated, and remembered how 
alone she always seemed. Descend- 
ing from the throne of his kingdom, 
he ushered her to the table for two. 

"There is still time to serve you," 
he said, holding the chair for her. 
With remembered courtesy he bowed. 
"Senorina, I was about to have my 
own supper. Would you do me the 
honor of dining with me, tonight, as 

Almost before the words had passed 
his lips, he checked . . . was this ti 
gaffe, he was committing? . . . would 
she put the right interpretation on an 
action which could read so well or so 
badly? ... he watched her . . . she 
seemed simpalioo, he thought , . . 
yes, she was with all certainty sim- 
patico. 



She raised her tired face and he 
saw the quick suspicion in her eyes. 
After all. she had probably never 
noticed him, did not understand why 
he should be interested in her, un- 
less this was a polite wolf-call. 

He waited, holding himself with 
soldierly stiffness. His figure was 
still slight and trim, but his face was 
old. lined not unpleasantly, and his 
sharp, dark eyes, framed by wrinkles, 
were wise and kind. 

For a moment she stared uncom- 
prehendingly. It was the look of one 
who has not seen people, as people, 
for a long time. Then her eyes 
smiled quietly. 

"I'd be delighted," she said. "Al- 
though I'm afraid, I'm not very good 
company." 

The night was hot. Joe turned on 
the big fan. The draught lifted the 
girl's soft hair. Reno brought soup 
and a bottle of light wine. It pleased 
Joe to see that the girl ate with the 
enjoyment of one who was really 
hungry. He toyed with his own soup 
and talked. His guest must be enter- 
tained while she ate. 

"All day I sit on my stool," he told 
her, "and I see many people pass in 
and out. Some are just casuals who 
chance to see my sign at the time 
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|hl fllOOli tells them they should oe 

i gry Others have known the 

, ,,, , l„,tg time. They come for 

venation as well as food. They 

linow tin? meals are good and mex- 
pi h .ivd and that there will be others 
hero, drinking coffee, talking. They 
1X0 the interesting people. 

"HttVc you noticed, Senorina, that 

ny of the really ^interesting 

liwi|/lc cat cheap meals?" 

The «lrl smiled. Joe's heart warm- 
,,1 demise the smile was sincere and 
trfcmlly and he had noticed how 
r»r»ly she smiled. 
"They're the people who are going 

place, and doing it the hard 

iy," she said. 

••And you are going some place, 
loo?" 

Tlu- glri leaned back in her chair. 
K watched Reno place the big 
nlelca of spaghetti on the table. When 
ha hud gone, she replied: "What I 
m.mlil. of course, was that they are 
milking something of their lives. 
Thry have a career ... an art, per- 
hapn . ■ ■ some goal to reach. 

Joe nodded. "I know. But you? 1 
think you work very hard and late. 
You have, a purpose, like the others?" 
K*1 suppose I have. It's not the 
..me. though, as it is with these 
others who are building up. lm 
0ll . going anywhere in life There is 
nothing I can do-now. But I have 

Ice a journey. I've been worK- 

|n| for it for a long time." 
■'doing overseas? So many of the 

( ones are doing that. They 

tike advantage of peace, he amend- 
M "-this interlude of peace. Where 
Will V 1 "" 1 £ Q ' England?" 

She shook her head. "Later, per- 
haps. 1 don't really know. I'm g°- 

to vour country— Italy." 

Joe's eyes sparkled with interest. 
■ A truly beautiful country. Me . . - >t 
I like this country of yours, with rts*t 



blue skies and bright sun. It has 
given me a home. But it is only 
natural for a man to love best the 
place where he was born. Have you 
planned to visit any particular 

"Genoa," she said. 
"Ah yes, Genoa— and Venice; the 
two bright eyes of Italy. Today they 
are only ghosts of their old glory, 
but once" Joe murmured dreamily, 
"once, their's were names that thrill- 
ed the world, Senorina. They wefe 
the great cities of commerce, open- 
ing up the trade routes. And Ven- 
ice was queen of the sea. 

"Forgive me," he added, "if I sound 
too proud, but I am a Venetian; and 
even if a man has nothing else, great 
memories can make life a very 
sweet thing." 

"Memories are things that are past 
and dead. They can't be sweet." Her 
voice was choked. Joe glanced at 
her sharply. Did she bend so in- 
tently over her plate to hide the 
tears'' She must have been hurt and 
she was very bitter for one so young. 
But weren't the young so much 
more likely to be bitter than the 
old, who had seen so much? He had 
been like that himself. If only ie 
knew, if he could help her! 

Pretending not to notice she was 
upset, he continued. "You'll find 
Genoa of today interesting. But it 
is the past that makes her so fas- 
cinating. You know something about 
the history of the city of the Vis- 
conti?" 

Her voice was flat and dead. "No- 
thing. I hadn't thought about the 
city at all." 

Joe waved Ms shapely Italian hand™, 
shaking his head vehemently. N°i 
no' You don't travel just to W" 
from one place to another , "i j0 

-run away. You travel I" And i " 

'thing" He leaned forward 
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"Senorina, you are going to Italy, but 
travelling won't please you unless 



i the c 



mtry t 



the c 



furies have made her.' 

The fork lay forgotten on Joe's 
plate. He was remembering that he 
was more than Joe, the dago cafe 
proprietor. He was Giovanni Lore- 
dano; he was young and a soldier, 
with great dreams for his struggling 
Italia. That was a long time ago and 
the Italy he had believed united 
and peaceful had been laid waste by 
war, again. Still, there had been 
dreams, moments of glory . . . didn't 
they make a man's life worth- 
while? Even his personal tragedy 
was less bitter when he thought about 
it as a little incident in two thou- 
sand years of history. 

He told the girl about his Venice. 
She leaned her chin on her hands 
and some of the tenseness went out 
of her as she nibbled at the olives 
Reno had brought with the coffee. 
The wind from the electric fan blew 



her hair over her face. He remem- 
bered how he had waited beside a 
girl whose hair fluttered, like that in 
the wind of an aeroplane propeller. 
Together tiiey had watched the plane 
rising, like a silver bird in the blue 
void . . . 

"Don't look only at what you see, 
today," Joe said. "That is why the 
tourist, who looks with his eyes, but 
not his soul, is always disappointed. 
He sees squalor, poverty, the rubble 
of war-torn buildings. He is told 
the architecture is Renaissaince, or 
Italian-Gothic, and he finds it insani- 
tary compared with his modern 
buildings. But you, Senorina, must 
see the age in which they were built, 
and the builders . . . 

"There are many fine tombs in the 
cities of Italy," he said. "Great art- 
ists were commissioned to make 
resting places of marble for the popes 
and princes, so that their names and 
deeds would not be forgotten." 
Joe remembered a plain stone in 
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ie of the 



returning 
from the 




arChhjald the monument 
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hired gondola. He'd been scolded for 
ruining his best suit. Years later, 
in the ward of the military hospital, 
he'd said, "Curse that shell, Papa. 
It ruined my best uniform!" 

For the girl Joe spun a colourful 
story. He gathered and twined the 
threads until he fold how the aloof 
city, for all her legendary impregna- 
bility, had fallen, decadent in her 
wealth. 

''How else should it be?" he said. 
"Cities and nations grow great and 
decay. If they did not, if men did 
not struggle to build, then give way 
to other builders it would be un- 
natural. There must be change, or 
there is no life." 

Joe sighed and drained his glass. 
Reno and Tony had gone home long 
ago. Only the fan whirred in the 
stillness of the cafe. 

The girl sat a long time, silent, 
tracing a pattern on the cloth with 
her forefinger. The tightness about 
her mouth, he thought, had relaxed 
a little but there was the staring 
distance of grief in her eyes. 



Perhaps h e had been speaking not 
to help her, but to ease himself of 
the thoughts which tangled and un- 
tangled themselves in his mind as 
he sat, day after day, at his cashier's 
desk. Could it be that in comforting 
her he had sought comfort for him- 
self? Emotions were strange, con- 
fusing things-^how easily they could 
deceive a man about his own motives. 

Still the girl said nothing. Joe 
leaned forward anxiously. 

"Forgive me," he said. "I have 
talked too long, and all this talk at 
the past and graves end the dead 
history of one small country is not 
good for a young lady to hear at 
dinner. Pardon an old man who 

The girl started. She stared blankly 
at him for a moment, then seemed 
to remember where she was. ''No," 
she shook her head, "do not apologise 
to me. I want to thank you for nil 
you have told me. I'm afraid I've 
lived for a long time without being 
able to see around tombs. My hus- 
band ... he was a pilot. I was 
eighteen and we'd only been married 
three months when he was shot down 
over Italy. He was buried at Genoa. 
For years my only thought has been 
to see his grave." 

After she had gone Joe slumped 
in his chair, not seeing the dishes 
on the table, nor hearing the fan. 
Even in his sorrow he was glad he 
was of a race who were not ashamed 
of open tears. He was glad, too, (oi- 
lier sake, because the closed-in look 
had gone from her face. But it was 
hard, even after so many years, fo 
be philosophical when one thought 
of lonely women, and chubby chil- 
dren who had played on the bank 
of a canal. 

Wasn't he, also, working to go 
home, to spend his last years by a 
tomb? 
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isses. One 1 gave my husband 
him giving his secretary." 
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NEW-STYLE SMUGGLERS are on 

Hie border of Holland and Belgium. 
In the past two years, a gang of 
Dutchmen smuggled hundreds of 
drunken pigs out of their country. 
Method is to stuff the porkers full 
of crude alcohol; pop them into knap- 
sacks; then "piggy-back" them past 
the line. Stockinged cattle, too, have 
been following the same path. The 
hooves of the bovines are muffled 
with heavy socks; to prevent mooing, 
their mouths are smeared with soap. 
As soap has an attraction for the 
cattle's taste-buds, the animals are 
content to silently lick. Purpose? 
Cheap Dutch florins are transmute'd 
profitably on the blaclimarket into 

BIGGEST FEE in medical history 
was paid to the French surgeon, Jean 
Petit, by Augustus the Strong, elector 
of Saxony. Petit had performed an 
operation on [hp elector's fool in (he 
record time of 11 minutes. He wns 
paid a medical fee of 10,000 thalers; 
travelling expenses of l.ncO thaiers: a 
diamond ri::K; other valuable jewel- 
lery; ar.d a life annuity of 1.200 
thalcrs. Sum total: Value exceeding 
£A1 6,000. 

TATTOOING RATTLESNAKES 
a pastime of U.S. Professor Angus M, 
Woodbury . . . but his excuse is he 
does it for scientific reasons. He 
marks the snakes with numbers so 
that they can be identified. In the 
past ten years, he has tattooed 777 




rattlers. Process? A home-made outfil 
of six needle points, mounted on piano 
wire, vibrating on the easing of a 
mechanical pencil. Eight dry-cell 
batteries furnish the power. The 
needle-points punch through the toufch 
skin and tiie scales to make the tattoo 
permanent. All rattlers are tattooed 
under the body just behind the head. 

' ITSY-BITSY BITIES have been 
confounding the U.S. Air Force. Re- 
cently a plane full of Army officers 
suddenly found the passengers more 
or less flat on their backs . . . beat- 
ing frantically at an assorted swarm 
of flies, mosquitoes, grasshoppers, 
plant vermin and Mexican bean 
beetles that had unexpectedly at- 
tacked them. Three minutes later, 

however, the insects were flat on their 
backs. They had contacted walls 
thoughtfully sprayed with a deadly 
DDT-py re thrum combination. Idea 

was to test methods of combating the 

planes. 

AH? WOMAN'S CROWNING 
GLORY! Seems that a Brighton 
owner of a television set suffered rau- 
cous distortion at a regular time each 
night. Unable to trace the cause, the 
irate tele-fan enlisted the aid of cer- 
tain television detectives. The sleuths 
agilely traced the disturbance to a 
girls' scho'ol. Distortion, they ex- 
plained, was caused by massed 
wenches combing their tresses while 
retiring to bed. 
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way, remove them. 
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LIVERISH? 

Fueling liverish? Well, if it's not 
il liiise of a hair of the dog that bit 
»ou, there's a simple test to diagnose 
yum 1 woes. By means of a dye (taken 
by mouth or injected Into a vein), 
■radical men can now diagnose 
whether the liver is really domg lis 
]bb of filtering poisons or waste 
mutter from the blood. If the liver is 
working properly, the dye will be 
removed from the blood. The test is 
harmless; easily applied; and may be 
rotated without ill-effects from time 

WATER AND WEIGHT: 

I, A professional wrestler may take 
oft eight or ten pounds in weight 
during a wrestling bout and yet re- 
Hiiln that ten pounds within the next 
^^ hours. But no wrestler has ever 
mil on even eight pounds in the same 
lime. Reason? The weight lost and 
lliiined is mostly water, as fat tissue 
of the body holds water like a sponge. 
In every pound of fat there is a Utile 
more than three pounds of water, 
,„ that when one pound of fat is lost 

[our pounds of weight is lost. Moral-' 
To keep weight down, drink when- 

uver you are thirsty but drink ]ust 

half as much of any liquid. 

K( 1 ('. - EFFIC IENCY: 
[Iow valuable is an egg for bodily 

heulth? More than roost people sus- 

.„.,.,. The yolk of an egg is especially 

Ulu.ble from a vitamin standpoint. 



Egg yolk contains vitamins A, B, C 
and D. In addition to assisting the 
liver to store up sugar, it aids all 
foods to do. their utmost in providing 
nourishment. So don't under-rate the 
egg; it deserves a front place from 
a body building standpoint. 
WHY A STY: 

When a sty occurs, immediate 
treatment by heat is effective. But 
what is the cause of the sty? A 
sty is an outward sign of inward 
trouble usually meaning a run-down 
condition-overuse of eyes, general 
tiredness, thin blood. Regular bowel 
movement, fresh air, cod liver oil, a 
general building up of the body 
should prevent stys. 
BACKACHE: 

Does every picture tell a story for 
you? Do you suffer from pain in the 
lower back without knowing what 
causes it ? Remember that this pain 
may be caused either by infection 
(perhaps of the teeth, the tonsils or 
the sinuses) or it may be caused by 
an injury. There is an easy way of 
telling which. When the p^in is due 
to injury, the patient can usually lis 
down, adopt a certain position and be 
practically free from discomfort. On 
the other hand, when the pain is due 
to infection, it becomes worse when 
Ihe patient lies down, because rest 
slows up the circulation and counters 
Ihe relief which is often given by 
walking or other exercise. 
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i h< iif[ with a Mexican bandana, 

. i | ,mit and a fancy waistcoat, 

I. kin pants and 3 decorated 

i, ,, un gun-belt, crossed to hold two 

II, could shoot with both hands, 
I hough hi? preferred the left. 

■ I ... . he had to leave Mesaville- 
tnr MuBaville's good. 

Ha mile towards Phoenix— and he 

Ird money. He saw three Indians 

bi'liiKliiR in skins to be sold. He dry- 

1 1 the three . . and sold the 

tnlln frir them. 

Ktcr a while, Billy joined up with 
aWfi "ther uninhibited characters — 
Eft O'Folliard and Charlie Bowdre. 
il,, lii,, bogan an association. Busi- 
HM»'.' Rustling. 

Whon Billy was sixteen, he had 
frown to five feet six; but he was 
,111! tailed "Billy the Kid." The 
i .:; <if rustling, however, unfor- 

tunately leads to violence. The notches 

riKorl on Billy's gun. To twelve 

llul women are kittle-cattle . . . 
n* Hilly discovered. He took a fancy 
In ii [il'I.ecn-y ear-old blonde farmer's 
(laughter named Caroline Wake. He 
wan doing extremely well when a 
dlicorded boy-friend came upon the 
»V*r-loving couple at a very awk- 
Word moment. Billy shot him dead. 
Tint sirl talked. Billy just beat the 
pome out of town. The girl's hoy- 

i.l I had not carried a gun. 

Billy finally mqved to Lincoln. 
Billy and his two cronies got a job 

In- ranch of Jose Miguel Sedillo, 

. rorly -year-old Mexican who bad a 
wife, iin 18-year-old son and a rather 
liwobus 16-year-old daughter. Billy 

Ii .mi' look at the moppet and said: 

That's for me!" 
And believe it or not, he went 

-loss straight for years. 

llul feuding of the cattle-men and 
ii. . i, men in the county finally 
loai-hod a climax in 1878. 



There were two bitter rival fac- 
tions. The sheep-men and nesters 
were led by the Murphy-Dolan 
crowd. But there was a fly in their 
ointment. He was John H. Tunstall, 
an Englishman, who had come into 
Lincoln and had opened up in oppo- 
sition to Murphy. 

What began as a price-cutting war 
slowly grew more serious. Tunstall's 
main assistant was a man of fifty, 
Alexander A. McSween. He was 
Tunstall's accountant, partner ... a 
lawyer, once trained as a minister 
and deeply religious. 

Murphy took the side of the sheep- 
men; Tunstall built a store like a 
fortress and took the side of the 
cattlemen. Towards the end of 
January, 1878, in the pool room op- 
posite the Courthouse, Billy got into 
an argument with a drunken sheep- 
herder and shot him (dead as usual). 
Tunstall promptly put Billy and his 
pards on his pay-roll as gun-men. 

The sheriff of Lincoln was a man 
named James A. Brady— engineered 
into his job by Murphy. His father, 
Don Roberto Brady, was the county 
jailer. The drunk whom Billy had 
shot in the pool-room had had a. 
gun in his hand. The incident 
passed, 

There is a Bill of Sale in existence 
showing that Billy sold a sorrel horse 
for 75 dollars on February 13, 1878. It 
was bought by the local doctor. The 
doctor mentioned that during his 
rounds he had seen the sheep-men 
getting ready to march on Lincoln. 

The sheep-men slipped into town, 
keeping out of sight. It was almost 
sundown when a man walked to the 
ddor of Tunstall's store and called: 
"Is Mr. Tunstall there? He's wanted." 
The roan was Sheriff Brady. Tunstall 
walked out on his porch— and went- 
permanently down under a hail of 
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From all aides men ran towards the 
fortress store. But into the street 
rode the cowboys— a horde of them. 
The war was onl 

It lofted fur days. Billy, despite 
hJs age, took charge of the cattle- 
men. He managed to shoot Sheriff 
Brady (dead) with a slug in fhe back. 
The other side set alight to Mc- 
Sween's huuse, and riddled McSween 
as he came out reading his Bible 
Rihy and his men were driven into 
the hiKs, but still waged war 

The noise of the strife was so loud 
it reached official ears in Washingtuu 
President Hayes cunDcted his old 
friend, Genera; Lew Wallace. Wn.- 
lace was writing a book and reluc- 
tantly put aside his pen. You may 
have heard of the book. He called it 
"Ben Hur." He slarted for Lincoln. 

Result: The war was called o« . . . 
witl: pardons all round. Billy and 
his pards went to Fort Sumner. They 
began a series of raids on 'he herds 
of the big cattlemen. Bel:, the acting 
s-^rirT. didn't seem able to check them. 
John Chisum and other caii!ei>:<.:: 
scoured the country for a new sheriff. 

Which was where Billy's Nemesis 
cami: in. The man selected by the 
cattlemen was Pat Garrett— ex -huff alo 
shooter, thirty, six-feet four-.ind-a- 
half inches tall, with a large handle- 
bar moustache - a determined and 
ruthless teace-officer. He was also a 
close friend of Billy the Kid and his 
Rang H e knew all their secrets! 

Cndoubted.'y Garrett was appoint- 
ed for the special rirp.TSe of gettir.jr 
Billy the Kid. 

But the Kid and his tr.vn were not 
easy to find. Hearing that thev 
would be coming into fort Sumner 
for Christmas, Garrett and his posse 
waited on them or. Christmas Ew> 
and gave Tom O'r-'olliard s leaden 
present. He died cursing Garrett 
while the posse iilayed poker. The 



other five men beat it for the hills. 

Garrcit traced them to a hut. At 
dawn on Boxing Day morning, he 
shot Charlie Bowdte (dead again). 
The Kid. Biily Wilson. Tom I'ickelt 
and Dave Rudnhaush surrendered. 
The p-isoueis were taken to Santa 
Fe. 

Billy was tried in MesiUa and found 
guilty cf the murder of Sheriff Brady, 
i'e^was spi.tenrcd to die on May 13 

Chained hand and foot, he was 
lodged in the courtroom of the Lin- 
■'"ln County Courthouse with two 
guards- -Deputies J. .N. Bell and n 
murderous character named Bob OJ- 
Unger, OUinger constantly threat- 
ened to fill Biily with the contents 
of his shofgun. He went oui to lunch 
one day and the Kid got Bell's gun. 
Beh ran and the Kid shot him (dead 
as usual). He then leaded OUinger 
as the deputy crossed the road. 
Garrett was out of town. 

Billy could have escaped into 
Mexiec. but he was in love with a 
pair of dark eyes in Fcrt Sumner; he 
went there He had twenty-one 
-notches in. his fiur. -two short of his 
arr.huiorv 

Garrett scoured the land all the 
way to the burden the,, gave up. 
Bill was living six miles out of Fort 
Sumner and was often in the town. 
A drunk named George Graham, in 
another town, heard two friends 
the Kid's say he was in Fort Sumnei- 
Graharr. told the information to 
Sheriff Jn,;n V/. Pov for or.e duUar. 
Poe took the s!ory to Garrett. 

Garrett, Poe and -e man named Me. 
Kinney rode to Sumner. At midnight 
they went along to the house of Pete 
Maxwell, who had been a friend o£ 
both the Kid and Garrett. Garrett 
left his men outside whiie he went 
in 'o wake Maxwell. He was sittinft 
by Maxwell's bed, in the dark room 
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when \k heard the Kid'a voice! 
Hilly had walked across from his 

ritB'8 |il"ce to cut a steak from 

., \ftti hanging on Maxwell's porch. 
Iln mumbled into the deputies and 
ih.-w on them, but not knowing 
ffitthir limy might be friends of 
M.ik well's, backed off into Maxwell's 
EmqitiI He stood at the foot of 
Hi.' bod — and Garrett shot him 
HltOUHh the heart. Then ran! 

Ql) February 28, 1908, Garrett fol- 
Kfd; he tangled with one Wayne 
DlMil Garrett grabbed a shotgun. 
Hi „.■■■! hut him in brain and heart— 
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Willi H'MIlV i-'ANp-.NCSirUVi 
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M una SOLEMNLY To WORK WRAP- 
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and was magnanimously acquitted. 

Billy the Kid was buried near 
O'Folliard and Bowdre. The ceme- 
tery was later neglected. It had 
twelve murdered men in it and was 
said to be haunted. Some drunken 
soldiers shot to pieces the wooden 
cross which bore the Kid's name. 
But in recent years a headstone has 
been erected. It tersely says: "PALS: 
Tom O'Folliard, Died Dec. 1880; 
Charlie Bowdre, Died. Dec. 1880; 
William H. Bonney, alias Billy the 
Kid, Died July." The pards are to- 
gether again! 



By GLUYA5 WILLIAMS 
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Honeymoons 
can be 
curious 

Ever-loving couples, racing coyly 
for the lonely. Far Blue Yonder 
may take note ... and hesitate. 




JJONEY is sweet, and a "moon" )s 
a month. A honeymoon, there- 
fore, should be a "sweet month." 
Considering how some people on this 
earth spend their honeymoons, how- 
ever, they are often as far from 
being sweet as they are from being 
a month in duration. 

In fact, the period that one poet 
has called "a little bit of heaven" is, 
in some countries, a little bit of 
just the opposite. 

The word "honeymoon," itself, 



comes from northern Europe. In cer- 
tain sections there it was once the 
custom for a newly married couple 
to get highly intoxicated immediately 
after the wedding ceremony, and to 
remain in more or less the same con- 
dition for the following four weeks. 
This effect was obtained with a drink 
called "mead." And since mead was 
made from honey, the first month uf 
married life became known as the 
"honeymonth," or "honeymoon." 
Back in the Fifth century, Attila 
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tha Hun -who, incidentally, had con- 
quered most of Europe — drank '.o 

oh mead at his wedding feast that 

hi didn't have to follow the custom 

■ i .[nuking it daily for the next 

■ nty-nine days. He died from 
nv«r- Indulgence. 

Thu custom of getting inebriated 
Immediately after getting married 
ilulcB way back into Biblical times. 
In uvuii older custom, however, is 
thilt whereby the groom "carries" the 
i. mil- off to some hideaway, where 
|ll»y can spend the honeymoon far 
from the jokes of friends and 
■•UUons. 

*flii« desire of a newly married 

ilu to be alone together— whether 

ii Hnuth Sea Island or at Niagara 
full* -might seem so natural as to 
nsml no explanation. Yet, according 

thi'opologists, the custom is 

imlly a result of what marriage was 
in,, bock in cave man days. 

ai that time, each tribe was ruled 
by nil Old Man. As soon as a girl 

. ..1,1 enough, the Old Man of the 
Ltlbo would take her for his own 
Wife. Therefore the only way a 
vmiiiK fellow could get a wife would 
in. in grab a woman— and run. 

Vmong the Araucan Indians, in 
Otnlnil Chile, the "Old Man" of the 
trllic no longer grabs up all the girls 

Iml Hie cave man type of honey- 
still lingers on. 

When a young man there meets a 
yimtiK lady who makes his heart beat 
lb double-quick time, his first step is 
i.. noivnade her nightly. 

After a short time of this, he gets 
mime money and some friends and 
goim to her house. The friends give 
i :y to the girl's father, then 

■ in long discussions about why 

..I., ilinuld get married. 

Wlillit the discussions go on, the 
Ultoi seeks out the girl. When he 
tin,!., hor, she cries for help and her 



In the meantime, the eager young 
man invariably manages to get the 
girl upon his horse, and they gallop 
off to the forest together— with every- 
one following in hot pursuit. As soon 
as he gets the girl far enough into 
the woods, however, the pursuers 
suddenly get tired and go back home. 

A honeymoon is sometimes consid- 
ered a sort of test period, to see 
just how well two people can stand 
being in one another's sole company 
—without exploding. 

In the. vicinity of Caralvieri, for 
example, when a wedding is over, 
the bride is taken home by her 
father. The bridegroom, with friends 
and relations, then goes to her house 
and knocks on the door. No matter 
how hard he knocks, no one answers. 
So he searches the grounds until tie 
finds a ladder — which is always 
around— and climbs into the house 
through a window. 

Inside, he looks for the girl. She 
plays hide and seek, but eventually 
is discovered, giggling, behind a door 
or under a bed. 

They remain in this room together, 
seeing no one but each other, and 
getting food passed into them through 
a grating, for five full days. 

A somewhat similar custom is ob- 
served among a few tribes in the 
Sahara Desert. There the just mar- 
ried couple are locked up for seven 
days. If, on the morning of the 
eighth, they are still on speaking 
terms, the groom comes out, climbs 
a palm tree, cuts off the top, and 
brings it to his bride. 

She cooks the stalk, which is con- 
sidered a very tasty treat, and passes 
it around to other members of the 
two families. 

The whole procedure signifies that, 
after spending seven days and nights 
alone with the girl, the fellow is still 
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willing to risk his neck to get her 
the best things in life— and so they 
will probably have a very happy 
marriage together. 

While being locked up together 
might not be the best way to spend 
a honeymoon, there's little doubt that 
most newly married couples would 
like to have a little privacy now and 
then. With the Kaffirs, in South 
Africa, however, this isn't always 
possible. 

If a Kaffir girl gets as old as 16 
and still isn't married, her father 
becomes very worried. Maybe people 
think she isn't pretty enough, or that 
she has some hidden disfigurement, 
or that she hasn't been chaste. The 
old man decides she must get a hus- 
band as soon as doss ible— before her 
market value drops to zero. 

So he figures out whom he'd iilte 
for her father-in-law, and sends a 
gift to this man's house. If the gift 
isn't returned, the way is open for 
negotiations. 

The next step is made by the po- 
tential groom's aunts, who hang 
around the girl's house, watching her 
comings and goings, and reporting 
their findings back to his father. 

If the young lady passes inspection, 
she dresses in her most colorful 
clothes and, followed by friends, goes 
to the boy's house. 

The walk is more like a funeral 
procession than a wedding march, 
since everyone, including the bride- 
to-be, wails constantly all the way. 

When she arrives at her destina- 
tion, she finds all the men folk of 
the house, including the "lucky man," 
waiting for her. She kneels before 
them and takes off her clothes. Then 
she sits, stands, whirls around, and 
goes through every motion they tell 
her to, while they comment out loud 
to one another about her good and 
bad points— just as if they were buy- 



ing a horse ... no holds barred. 

The women come in next. They 
also study her— punching her, pinch- 
ing her, pulling her hair, and testing 
her teeth. Finally the whole family 
gets together, and if the girl has 
passed all the examinations, a price 
is paid to her father and the wed- 
ding is completed. 

There is still no privacy for the 
bride, however. Even on the wed- 
ding night, two male members of the 
husband's family stay with them un- 
til dawn, to make sure the marriage 
is actually consummated. 

And all during the early part of 
the marriage other relatives of the 
groom are constantly around, during 
the most intimate moments, to make 
sure everything is proceeding accord- 
ing to form and that he has not 
been gypped. 

In a good many parts of the world, 
a girl doesn't have much say about 
whom she gets for a husband. 

In a few places, however, "honey- 
moon contests" have evolved, which 
give a girl a slight chance to nullify 
such a wedding-if she's strong 
enough. 

Among the Hottentots, for in- 
stance, a girl who is married off to 
a man she flatly dislikes is given one 
chance, and one chance only, to get 
rid of him. 

On the wedding night, she and the 
groom are left alone in a small hut. 
If the bride— using fists and feet, 
tootli and nail— can keep him from 
having his way with her for the en- 
tire night, she will get her freedom. 
If she loses, she's his for life. 

Such loving couples often return 
from their honeymoons covered with 
bruises, or sporting black eyes and 
broken bones— but very happy about 
the whole business, nonetheless. 

After all, some girls just enjoy 
playing hard to get 



62 CAVALCADE, September. 1951 



I / + 2 - 3 
mm. = : 




Don't you remember? You asked me that yesterday, 
and I told you I didn't know!" 
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WICKEDEST MAN 

john adam in the world 




■JHE "most wicked man in the 
world"— according to Britain's cele- 
brated judge, Mr. Justice Swift— was 
the brilliant Cambridge poet, Edward 
Aleister Crowley, who earned for 
himself this stigma by his dabbling 
in magic, blade and white— and red. 

Summing up in. the libel case 
which Crowley brought against the 
authoress, Nina Hammett, and the 
publishers of her book, "Laughing 



Torso," the judge said "I've never 
heard such blasphemous, dreadful 
and horrible stuff as that which has 
been produced by the man who de- 
scribes himself as the 'greatest living 

"After forty years engaged in the 
administration of the law in one 
capacity or another, I thought I knew 
of every conceivable form of wicked- 
ness. I've learned in this case, to see 
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vim iim always learn something 
ir you live long enough." 
In her boo It, the authoress de- 

- .1 Mime of the events which led 

mi In Crowley's expulsion from 
Kpy by the Fascist! in the spring 

„t lozx 

,, LU20, he had purchased an old 
use near the village of Uefalu, 
verted it into a temple called 
bey of Tholema, A number 
disciples from England and 
H gathered there, including 
and children. 

his bidding, Crowley was 
"Beast G66," and his bedroom 
tcmnle was called the "Room 
' mares." It was decorated 
astic frescoes, some of them 
e. In the temple, a large pen- 
m Was drawn in red on the 
, with an altar in the middle 
I'iiiK a book and candles. 
Incvnse was burned on a brazier, 
mul cultists sat round the circle, 
thirlnit the magical ceremonies. 
Crowley wore a robe with a cowl. 
Ill* "iplritual wife" (who was known 
n« QM "Scarlet Woman") was dressed 
Ik icarlet and acted as combination 
■ if high priestess and goddess. 

Special invocations were held to 
the «od Fan every Friday night, and 
iMlvd for two hours. The "Master 
Th itr Ion" (as Crowley was called), 
miide passes with a sword and then 
wiiii to each person in turn and 
|&«thed them in." A ritual was 
ruud by the advanced members of 
tha culL 

Those ceremonies continued until a 
H) of disaster started for Crowley, 

Soul Frederick Charles Loveday 
hud uwisted with the sacrifice of a 
Hh Ul on the altar during one of 
I In- [Ptlday night rituals. He drank 
N (j up of the animal's Blood and 
(•Iwi'tly afterwards died. 
Willi the help of the British Press, 



Mrs. Loveday raised u. public out- 
cry. In the spring of 1923, the ecriv 
stories of the Abbey of Thelemu 
spread, and Crowley was expelled 
from Italian territory by the Fas- 
cists He was also barred from 
France. 

In her book, "Tiger Woman," pub- 
lished in 1929. Mrs. Loveday dramati- 
cally described the events which led 
up to her husband's untimely de- 
mise: ''The ah* was thick with in- 
cense. I saw my husband lift the 
kukri (Gmhha knife). I closed my 
eyes till it was over. The high priest- 
ess held a bowl underneath to catch 
the blood. The mystic handed it tn 
my husband who drained it to the 

Loveday 's death was later ascribed 
to natural causes; but the authorities 
were convinced that Crowley's oc- 
cult practices were sufficiently shock- 
ing to warrant action 

Crowley made no attempt to 
silence his defamers until the book. 
"Laughing Torso," was published m 
1934. Mrs. Loveday gave evidence 
for the defence in the libel action 
he brought against authoress, Nina 
Hammett, and the publishers. 

The paragraph in the book, which 
prompted the action, read: "Crowley 
had a temple in Cefalu, Sicily. He 
was supposed to practice blade magic 
there, and one day a baby was said 
to have mysteriously disappeared. 
There was also a goat there. This 
all pointed to black magic, so people 
said, and the villages were frightened 
of him." 

During the hearing Crowley 
claimed he .was the "greatest living 
coet." and quoted from the book 
where he described himself as the 
"greatest since Shakespeare." Jus- 
tice Swift denounced him from the 
bench and dismissed the case. 

Quotations were made from Crow- 
CAVALCADE, Septnmbef. 1951 67 



Pork packers have not yet 
found a use for the grunt if 
a pig; but a U.S. anti-pe=t 
team is using the fear-cries of 
rats to lure fellow-rodents to 
liquidation. Inventors John 
and James Anderson tweaktd 
the tails of 50 rats until the 
beasties squealed with fright; 
then the squeals were 
corded. The record (with i 
volume boosted) was played I 
in a rat-infested warehouse. I 
Next day, even terriers 1 
couldn't find a rat in the pre- 
The inventors smiled. 



ley's own book "Magick" during the 
hearing. He had written: "Bloody 
sacrifice is the most efficacious in 
practising magic, and human sacri- 
fice is best." 

A further modest claim Crowley 
made during the case-that lie had 
succeeded in "rendering himself in- 
visible' '-left the judge cold. At any 
rate Crowley remained visible when 
told he had to pay the costs of the 
hearing. 

Crowley had a flying start in life 
as a master of magic. 

His career in magic started when 
he was initiated into the "Hermetic 
Order of the CD." in London on 
November 8, 1898. His alleged "oc- 
cult powers" soon won him a pow- 
erful place in the secret brotherhood 
and resulted in him publishing sev- 
eral books on magic. 

Between these mysterious episodes, 
he found time to win fame as a 
mountaineer. Accompanied by the 
famous mountaineer, Eckenstein, he 
climbed the Alps and several Italian 
volcanoes. In 1900, the pair went to 
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Mexico, and distinguished themselves 
by climbing several Mexiean volca- 

While in Mexico, Crowley founded 
a secret cult known as the "Lamp of 
Invisible Light." 

On his return to England, Crowley 
purchased the Manor of Boleskine on 
the banks of Loch Ness, in Scotland, 
to enable him to continue his study 
of magic and various religions of 
the world. While there, he married 
and went to the East to pursue his 
investigations. 

For some time, he claimed, he lived 
as a Yoei in India and eventually 
penetrated the mysterious land of 
Tibet, where he was initiated into 
still deeper esoteric rites. Between 
his magical studies he found time to 
lead an expedition to climb Kinchin- 
junga, a hundred miles south-east of 
Everest. 

Still pursuing his weird studies, 
Crowley next went to Egypt where 
he was initiated into several secret 
cults. On his return to England, he 
settled in London, 

He published a magazine, replete 
with arcane wisdom, and had a pro- 
lific output of books dealing with 
magic (black and white). Practically 
all of his 100 publications were print- 
ed privately. 

The quirk in his make-up which 
led him along the path of mystery 
and occultism found expression in 
his predilection for using pseudonyms 
in the literary field. Over a hundred 
Crowley aliases were identified. Some 
typical examples were: Count von 
Zonaref, Perdurabo, Rev. C. Verey 
and Count Valdimir Szarelf. 

He alternated his periods of liter- 
ary activity with visits to Paris 
where he joined a select Bohemian 
circle and gained a certain amount 
of fame as a painter of nudes. 
Crowley's American adventure in 



OtfH w tiurfced by mystery, mas- 

M| | ida ...h1 mumbo-jumbo. He set 

n tip in quarters in Seventh 

* , Now York, and soon had a 

r<,Uowln K of occult-minded New 
Chief attraction at his 
lample was a beautiful high priest- 
.■•lu.se only adornment was a 
kFinded on her left breast by 
|[„ -Muster Therion" (as Crowley's 
lllllnwors called him). 
HlahllRhts of his visit, however, 
. ., |>criod of forty days spent 8t 

l, nli get on high cliffs overlook- 

„„ u le Hudson River. Armed with 

,,-iint brushes, a heavy coil of 

.., . mid fifty gallons of red paint, 
i ■ i piilnted two enormous legends on 
Iho rock surface. 

Tin- legends read: 
i I/MY MAN AND WOMAN IS A 
STAR. 
DO WHAT THOU WILT 
n si, I, BE THE WHOLE OF THE 

^^^Hf ' |. law. 

din local farmers regarded him as 
. Imrmless crank, and film-minded 
■■uui'Bionists became confused with 
Ilia typo of "star" implied. 
He 'lived with a friend for a week, 
h Inking a vow of silence, the two 
, mealing by means of signs 
nosyllable, "wow." The 
was later written as a 
was published by H. L. 




un 
t'» 



his return to London, and fol- 
ig the failure of his famous libel 
;um, Crowley next donned the 
Ku of Nostradamus. He predic- 

Second World War and sug- 

m that if the courts and the Bri- 
nfa public had been more sympa- 
E|o I" him, the catastrophe might 
Imw buen averted. 

looember 23, 1937, he held a 

,, v at Cleopatra's Needle in 

„l which was attended, by rep- 

Lv«a of the white, yellow, 



red brown, and black races. He pro- 
claimed his "Law of Thelema," and 
handed a copy to each of the race 
representatives present. 

He stated that he had published it 
three times and that, each time, "war 
broke out nine months later through 
the might of his magick." He missed 
badly in his timing, but continued 
to- operate his temple in Chancery 

When his strange and spectacular 
career ended on December 1, IS", 
at the age of 72, followed by the 
death of his physician next day, sen- 
sational rumours were circulated 
that the "Master Therion" had been 
responsible, by placing a curse on 
the doctor, for stopping Crowley s 
allowance of morphia tablets. 

Scotland Yard investigated but 
found that both men had died from 
natural causes. Yet even the official 
report failed to dispel the age-old 
theory that a curse is placed on those 
who associate with demonologists 
and black magicians. 

In the years before his death, 
Crowley with a flair for effect, had 
contrived to convey a near-Mephisto- 
phelian air in his appearance. He 
adopted a pontifical manner and had 
his head shaved with a warlock on 
his chin. His eyes were staring and 
reptilian; he wore a huge ring on 
his right hand, shaped into two twin- 
ing snakes, which he claimed had 
magical properties. 

Magical rites were performed at 
his funeral by a group of his ad- 
herents, and invocations made from 
his occult formulae. 

Even after his death, his followers 
believed in the potency of his magic. 
Representatives of the press were 
warned to be careful in their reports 
of the ceremony. One mourner sain 1 : 
"You had better be careful what you 
write-Crowley might strike at you. 
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Delia, who loved to dance, Delia 11/ 
die (air hair and sharp tongue— wcs 
anw dead. And that was hci dirge, 
thfit trumpet taking a ride. 

He shook his nead and felt the 
trembling start In his hands. He took 
a step toward the other end of the 
alley, and the patrolman put a hand 

"Sergeant, I wouldn't. It's nothing 
to see. Unless you're a Homicide man. 
it's nothing you'd- Serjeant, don't" 
Sergeant Kclley shook off the hand 
and continued down the aliey. 

Dick Cal lender of Homicide was 
talkuig to the M.E. He turned a', lha 
sound of Kelloy's footsteps. 
Dick said, "It's nothing to see. Pat." 
Pat Kelley didn't answer him. There 
was enough light from the denx liall 
for him to see the bloody face of his 
wife and the matted hair ahove it. He 
hadn't seen her for four months. 

Tiien he looked at Callender. "She 
sty any tiling. Dick?" 

"Just— Tell Pat I'm sotry. Tell Put 
Lois will know. Make sense to you; 
the second sentence, I mean?" 

"None," Pat lied. The band wus 
playing a waltz, now. 

Callender said. "We'll give it a lot 
of time. Homicide will shoot the 
works on this one." 

Pat looked at him and used his title, 
now. 1 want a transfer, Lieutenant. 
To Homicide." His voice was very 
quiet. "You can fix it" 

A piece of dirty newspaper fluttered 
by. stirred by the night breeze. The 
white -coated men were laying the 
stretcher alongside the body. 

Callender said, "We've got a lot of 
good men in Homicide, Pat" He 
didn't say, And we want our suspects 
brought in alive. 

But Pat could guess he was think- 
ing it. He said, "She left me, four 
months ago. I'm not going to go crazy 
on it, but I'd like the transfer." 



"We'll see, Pat." The lieutenant put 
a hand on hia shoulder. "Come on. 
I'll ride buck to headquarters with 

you." 

They went in the lieutenant's, 
wagon. About halfway there, Pat 
said, "It couicl have been one jf 
thufe— pick-up deals, some mug out 
of nowhere who'il go hack to where 
he came from." Shame burned in 
h;rr., but he had to get the words n'jt. 

Callender didn't iook at him. "I've 
got Adams and Prokowski checking 
the dance hall. They're ruird workers, 

Pat said nothing. 

Callender wen: un, quietly, "There 
ir.Lst be some angle you've got on It 
Your wife must have though; you 
knew this— this Lois, or she wouldn't 
have mentioned it. She didn't have 
enough words left to waste any of 
them on some trivial matter." 

"My wif c knew a lot o( people 1 
didn't," Pat su;d. "My statement will 
include every tiling 1 know. Lieuten- 
ant. Have her sent to the Boone 
Mortuary on Seventh Street, will 
you? I'll talk tu her mother to- 
night." 

"She- was living with her mother, 
Pat?" 

"No. I don't know where she's been 
living these past four months. But it 
wasn't with her mother. 1 wish M 
God it had been, now." 

They made the rest of the trip in 
silence. 

It was a little before midnight when 
Sergeant Pat Kelley, of the pawn shop 
and hotel dels 11, climbed the worn 
stairs of the Jxnir-sdnvy imilding on 
Vine. The place was quiet; these were 
working people and they got to bed 

Mrs. Revolt lived 011 the third floor, 
in two rooms overlooking the littered 
backyard and the parking lot beyond. 
Pat knuJted and waited. 
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There was the sound ul a turning 
key, end then Mrs. Revolt opened the 
door. Her lined, weary face was com- 
posed, but her eyes quickened m 
sudden alarm at the sight of Pat. 
"Pat, what is it?" 
"I'd tetter come in," he said. It s 
Delia, Mrs. Revolt. Something's hap- 
pened. ..." 

She pulled her wrapper ligntiy 
around her, as though to stiffen tor 
body against his words. "Come »>. 
come in. But what—? Pat. she's not 

~He "amc into the dimly lighted 
room with the rumpled studio couch, 
the gate-leg table with the brow IWWPi 
the worn wicker chairs, the U'lol, 
dull brown rug. In this room, Delta 
Eevolt had grown from an infant to 
th e beauty of the block. In this room. 
Papa Revolt had died, and Pat had 
courted the Revolt miracle. 
"Sit down, Mrs. Revolt," Pat said 

""she sat down in the wicker rocker. 
■■She's dead, I know. She's dead. My 
Delia, oh Lord, she's dead." She 
rocked, then, back and forth, her eyes 
closed, her lips moving, no decipher- 
able words coming out. 

Pat sat on the wicker lounge. "She 
was found in an— she was found near 
the Dreamland dance hall. She's dead. 
There'll he detectives coming to see 
you; other detectives. Mrs. Revolt. 

Her eyes opened, and she stopped 
rocking. "Murdered— Delia? It wasn't 
an accident? Murdered— Delia?" 

He nodded. Her eyes closed again, 
and a strangled sound came from her 
tight throat, an she toppled sideways 
in the chair. 

Pat got to her before she hit the 
floor He put her on the studio couch, 
and was waiting with a glass of water 
when her eyes opened again. 
Her voice was a whisper. "How did 




was told its height; how many 



t windows it had; how many i 
J tons of steel and concrete; in 
J what an amazingly short time 
\ it hod been built. " . . ■ ( 
And, to top everything else 
off, it's absolutely, infallibly 
indestructible by fire," ended 
his guide in a breathless gasp 
of triumph. "Pity!" mur- 
i mured Mr. Balfour sadly. ' 
"Yes, a real pity!" 

I'm »> 

"Sht WM hit with something blunt, 
concussion, Nobody knows anything 
else, But thtWl something I wanted 
you to know." 

Fear in lior eyes, now. She said 
nothing. 

"Before ah* died, Delia mentioned a 
name. It was Loin. I told the officer 
in charge the name meant nothing to 

Lois." . 

The fiighWned eyes moved around 
Pat's face. "Why did you say that?" 

"Because they're going after this 
one She's o cop's wife and they won t 
be pulling any punches, This man ir. 
charge, Callender, can be awful 
rough. I'd rather talk to Lois, 

"But why should they bother Lois?" 
"Delia mentioned the name, before 
she died. They're not going to over- 
look anything and they're not going 
to be polite." 

"All right, Pat. I had a feeling, 
when you knocked, something had 
happened. I've had a feeling about 
Delia, for years. You can go now; 



CAVALCADE, Septembsr, 1951 85 



Records left ir. (he Arctic in 
1905 by Admiral Robert Peary, 
discoverer of the -North Pols, 
have been recovered. The 
papers, stuffed in a whisky 
bottle, were found on cJ. 
lesmere Island, ahcut 450 
miles from the Pole. Also in 
the csjni were copies of notes 
of Sir George Nares, captain 
of the Uritish ship, "Alert." 
in the Arctic in 1375-1876. 
Peary had found the cairn in 
which [he "Alert" notes were 
originally cached and had 
laken the originals with him. 



woman who'd met ma: 
who'd just met her big 
fortitude born of the cc 
tragedies was carrying 



brick i 



mt from there to Sycamore, 
off duty, and driving hta- 
Seventh, 



froi 



tment building. 
In the small lobby, he pressed the 
button next to the card which read: 
Miss Lois Weldon. 

Her voice sounded metallic through 
the wall speaker. "Who's there?" 
'It's Pat. Lois. Son- 



He 



e door when it buzzed. 
She was waiting in her lighted 
ooorway when he got off the self- 
service elevator on the fourth, floor. 
She was wearing a maroon flannel 
robe piped in white, and no make-up. 
Her dark, soft hair was piied high 
on her head. 



Her voice was quiet. "What's hap- 
pened ?" 

"Delia's been murdered." 

She flinched and put one hand on 
the door frame for support. "Pat, 
whsn- how—?'' 

• Tonight. In the alley next to the 
Dreamland ballroom. Slugged in 
death. She didn't die right away. 
She mentioned your name before she 
died." 

"My name'' Come in, Pat." Her 
voice was shaky. 

There wasn't much Ihnt could 
done about the apartment's arrange- 
ment, but color and taste had done 
their best with its appearance. Pat 
sat on a love seat, near the pseudo- 
Lois stood. "Now, what did she 

Pat frowned. "She said. 'Tell Pat 
I'm sorry. Tell Pat Lois will know. 
She toid that to Lieutenant Cailendw 
of Homicide, before she died. He 
asked me who Lois was. and I toid 

n 1 didn't know." 



"Why! 
-r . 



trying to 



days ago, Thursday afternoon. She 
told me Hum that she was sorry she'd 
left you. Could ,1 have been that, 
Pat?" 

"It could have been. Yes, that's 
probably what she meant. What else 
did she tell you?" 

"N-nothing. She was very vague. 
She'd- -been drinking. Pat." 

"Drinking? That's a new one for 
her. Was she working?" 

get 111 at impre 



Hither 



i tell t 

Do you knov 



i liv 



The three of thei 



up in the same block on Vine, 
though they weren't of an age. Delia 
had been twenty -three, and Lois was 
—let's see, she was thirty and the 
fairly well paid secretary to a vice 
president of a text publishing firm. 
Wnen Pat was twenty-two and 
freshly in uniform, he'd been Lois' 
hero, who'd been fifteen. At thirty- 
three, in another kind of uniform, 
one Army, he'd been Delia's hern, 

and she'd been nineteen. 
At the moment, he was an old man, 

and nobody's hero. 
Lois said, "I guess you need a 

drink." She rose. "Don't try lo 

think tonight, Pat. It won't bo any 

"I was without her for four 
months." he said, mostly lo himself. 
"I got through that. I don't know 
about this. I don't seem to aSVfi 
any feelings at all. It's like I'm 

Her back was to him. "I know. 
That's the way I felt four years ago." 
She poured a stiff jolt of whisky in 
the bottom of a tumbler. 

"Four years ago?" He was only 
half listening. 

"When you married her." She had 
no expression on her face as she 
walked over to him. Her hand was 
steady, holding out the drink. 

He looked up to meet her gaze. 
"Lois, what are you— T" 

"I just wanted you to know," she 
said, "and now I'm glad you didn't 
tell that officer you knew me. That s 
a gesture I can hang on to. It wiU 
warm me, this winter," 
"Lois—" he protested. 
"Drink your drink," she said quietly. 
"Bottoms up." 

He stared at her. and at the glass. 
He lifted it high and drained it. He 
could feel its warmth, and then he 
started to tremble. 
"You're one of those black Irish- 



men," Lois said softly, "who can go 
all to hell over something like this. 
And wind up in the gutier. Or ex- 
amine yourself a little better and de- ' 
cide she was a girl headed for doom 
from the day of her birth and all you 
really loved was her beauty." 

"Slop talking, Lois. You're all 
worked up. I'd kill anybody else who 
talked like that, but I know you 
loved her. loo?" 

"Who didn't love her? She was 
tile most beautiful thing alive. But 
she was a kid, and she'd never be 
anything else. Even now you can 

Pal stared at his empty glass, and 

•Thiinka for the drink," he said, 
mid walked to the door. There he 
pauMd, head har. "it was probably 
: , silly I'l^tiur, covering you. There'll 
be a million ' [people who can tell 
Lhom wlm Lois is. I'm sorry I got 
you up." 

"Pal," she said, lull he was through 
the floor.. 

He caught a glimpse of her as he 
stepped into the elevator. She was 
like a slaliio, both hands on the 
door frame, watching him word- 

The Chief called him in, » ext morn- 
ing. He was a big man and a blunt 
one. He said, "Calkmder tells me 
you want a transfer to Homicide for 
the time being". 
Pat nodded. "Yes, sir." 
"How is it you didn't tell Callander 
about this Lois Weldon last night? 
A half dozen people have told him 
about her since." 
"I wasn't thinking last night, sir.' 
The Chief nodded. "You're too 
el Te to it, Sergeant. For anybody 
else, that would ba withholding evi- 
dence. I'm overlooking it. But I'm 
denying your request for a tempor- 
ary transfer lo Homicide." 
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Scene: A rfild We=t Saloon 
Enter Very Bod Baddie, 
shooting from the hip. Araid 
shots, Buddie yells: "Okayl 
Okay! All youse dirty 
skunks outer here!" Cascad- 
ing customers zoum busily 
through windows into Far 
Blue Yonder . . . except one 
happy inebriate at the bar. 
•'Well, wotlerbom it?" snayi 
Baddie. brandishing smoking 
gun at bun. "Not bad," con- 
fesses inebriate Wearily. "But 
there was a noli of a lot of 
them, wasn't there?" 



Pol stared at him, snying nothmg 
The Chief stared back at him 
Yuull w.int a few days' leave" 
^Maybe mora." He omitted the 

The Chief frowned and looked 6 t 
his desk top. lbs eyes came up 
again. "I don't like to homj.ior at 
you at a time l,ke this. But why 
more? Were you planning ui work 
on this outside of the dvjiartmcnt?" 

Pat nodded, 

'■If I give- you a direct order not 
to, that would be insubordination 
Sergeant." 

Pa! said nothing. 

The Chief said. "Those are my 

Pat took out his wallet and un- 
pinned the badg-. He laid it on the 
Chief's desk. "This isn't easy sir, 
fitter fifteen years." He stood up, 
momentarily realising what a damn 
fool speech that had been, 

"You're being dramatic," the Chief 
'aid evenly. -The thinfi that makes 
a good officer is impartiality. Last 
B8 CAVALCADE Seotomber. 1951 



night you tried lo cower u trteno. 
In your present mood, you might ro 
gunning un a nau-baked Jead and 
do a lot of damage. Tnis department 
isn't run that way. But it's your de- 
cision, Sergeant." Hv picked up thu 

Pat started for the door, and the 
Cluef's voice stopped him. "It would 
be smart to stay out of Lieutenant 
CallendPr'f, w uy ," 

Pat went out without answering. 
He stood there, u. the mam hall ot 
Headquarters, feeling like a stranger 
for the first Lmt in fifteen years. It 
was then he remembered i.ois say- 
ing. You're one of those black Iriso- 
men who can go all to hell . . . 

He wasn't that complicated, whe- 
ther she knew it or not. His wife 
had been killed and it was a per- 
sonal business with him. His job for 
fifteen years had been to protect the 
soft from violence and iraud and 
deanery, and this time it was 
closer to home. Only a fool would 
expect him to continue checking pawn 
shops; he hadn't thought the Chiei 
was a fool But then, it wasn't the 
Chief's wife. 

Detective Prokowski came along 
the hall and siopjycd at tne sight of 
Pau 

Pat asked, "What did you find out 
at Dreamland lost night, Steve?" 

Prowkowski licked his lower lip, 
frowning. 

"Orders, Steve?" Pat asked quietly. 
"From the lieutenant?" 

Prukowski didn't answer that. "Did 
your transfer go through?" 

"No. I've left the force. Don't you 
want to talk about Dreamland? 1 
won t rem:nj you how long we've 
known each other." 

"Keep your voice down," Pro- 
kowski raid. "I'll see you at Irv's at 
one- thirty." 
"Sure. Thanks, Stevo." 



MEDICAL DISCOVERY 
STARTS TREATING 

ARTHRITIS 

IN 15 SECONDS! 

REVOLUTIONARY NEW 
TREATMENT ACTS DIRECT 
ON PAINFUL SWELLINGS 

The Sfory of Corobin 

Corohiii is formulated by a special process, previously unknown 
to medical science, wliicli administers ■percalotn-rmshj (through 
the skin tissues) the amazing overseas treatment with which 
doctors and hospitals have been bringing dramatic relief to 
Arthritis, Kheomalism — and similar conditions. 
Initial absorption of Corobin 's pain-relieving and remedial 
agents directly over the affected areas is attained within 15 
seconds! Sufferers are reporting relief and noticeable improve 
ment within a few days. 

I COULDN'T GET SHOES ON! I " For y mrs ( oot 
| | were xo swollen from Arth- 
ritis I ii-ns Xii'itih In in' iiiij si, iii* or,. Afifr jirsl frir thuja <>l 
Corobin the pain went ... 7 have yarned complete freedom 
from ike swell / nij . . . run now do shopping in comfort. I am 
over 70. I have never had relief from other treatments . . . 
this it wonderful," \Rfrs. E. L.~Ashfield.] 

How To Use Corobin 

Spread directly over affected parts until the aitentw have goav 
into the skin. Do not wash for 1 hour after to allow absorption 
through peripheral tissues. 

Use Corobin daily as often ay desired; pain slioiild gu, and 
only a few days' treatment has brought a clearing of congestion 
and reducing of swelling in even cases of years' standing! 
Why continue needless suffering! . . . COROBIN is available 
now at yonr local Chemist. Price, 27/6 a jar. 
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Famous Piltdown Man, long ) 
considered one of mankinds /I 
"^st ancestors, is an anthro- // 
Illogical i n f all t, no more than I 
W.OGO years old , ' 
K. P. Oakley, of the Brit f' 
ish Museum. Dr. Oakley II 
explodes the idea that mod- I 
era man has descended I' 
rem this ancestor, also 
known as '■Eoanthropus the fl 
Dawn Man." Chemical tests 
prove that the bones are by 
no means aged the 100,000 \! 
years previously claimed for A 
them, he says. M 



Ink wasn't a cops' hangout; Pro- 
kowski was a Middle Westerner 
originally, ;ln; l peri d-t ion irif read- 
ing the proper temperature i.f draught 
beer. Irv had it at the proper tem- 
perature. 

It was a hot day, for fall, and the 
beer was cool enough to sweat the 
glass without being cold enough to 
chill fhe stomach. Pat drank a couple 
of glasses, waiting for Steve. 

Steve came in at a quarter to two 
and Irv had a glass waiting for him 
by the time he reached the bar. 

H e was a big man, Steve Prokowski, 
and sweating like a college crew man 
right now. "Nothing," he said wear- 
ily. "Lots of guys danced with her. 
Nothing there. Shoe clerks and CPA's 
and punk kids. There was . a guy 
they called Helgy. That name mean 
anything to you, Pat?" 
^ Pat lied with a shake of the head. 
"This Helgy something special?" 

"Danced with her a lot. Took her 
home. Brought her a couple rf 
times. The way it is. I guess, if you 



really like to dance there 's only one 
place to do it where you've got the 
room and the right music. That's a 
place like Dreamland." 

"I meant you can't catalogue a guy 
because he goes to a public dance- 
hall, any more than you can cata- 
logue people be;ausa you saw them 
'n Grand Central Station. All kinds 
of people like to dance. Tnis Helgy 
drove a smooth car, a convertible. 
That's nightclub stuff, right? But ne 
liked to dance, and the story is, he 
really could." 

Steve finished his beer and Irv 
brought another. Steve said casu- 
ally, "Now, what do you know, Pat?" 

"I'm out of a job. I don't know 
anything beyond that. The Chief 
acted on Calender's recommendation, 
I suppose?" 

'■I don't know. The lieutenant 
doesn't always confide in me. What 
can you do alone, Pat?" 

"It wasn't my idea to work alone." 
Pat climbed off his stool and put a 
dollar on the bar. "Out of that, Irv, 
all of them." He put a hand on 
Steve's shoulder. "Thanks for coming 

"You're welcome. Thanks for the 
brer. I still work for the depart- 
ment, remember, Pal." 

"I didn't forget it for a minute.'' 

He could feel Steve's eyes on him 
in the mirror as he walked out. 

Once at breakfast, Delia had been 
reading the paper and she'd said, 
"Well, imagine that!" 

"I'll try," he'd said. "Imagine 
what?" 

"This hoy I used to dance with at 
Dreamland, this Joe Helgeson. He's a 
composer, it says here. He likes to 
dance, and always has, and he knows 
very little about music, but he's 
composed, And he must be rich. 
Helgy, we always called him." 
"You should have married him," 



90 CAVALCADE, September, 1951 



The Umbrella 

First the shade of Priests and 
Kings, 

Now the common protector of 
the millions. 
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Pat told her, vou muld ^ 

vour breakfast in bed." 

"There's, always time," she ^ 
him. "But right n™ r k 
you." 1 m happy wi( h 

After that, P at had been copious ' 
ot ™e name. He saw it i, . 

and it disturbed him He 
heard Delia talk to friends abou 

though that was her world 

fart ^ C ° UPe 3Way fr <™ *• 

kerb and headed toward the Drive 
H knew the building; Del . a «■ 
Pointed it out to him once 

It was about eleven stories high 
wi,h terrace apartments overlooking 
the bay. Helgy had one f the ^ 
iaco apartments. 

There was a c l erk b ^ 
lobby too, and his glance said Pa 
fould have used the service en- 
trance. 

Pat said, -Would you phone Mr 
Helgeson and tall him Delia Kelley' s 

SfTuS" lik6ve - »™* te 

The clerk studied him for a mo- 
ment before picking up the phone. 

The elevator went up quickly Bnd 
WUBUjr and Pa, atQppGd 

ton n ' c «"T«ting of the 

fop iloor. There Was a man wait 

Sonfhifin^v ^ ^ 

blue eyT " ^ L ' Ut ' alert 
"Sergeant Kolloy?" 
Pat nodded. 
"I've-been reading the' 
Really don't know what to say, Ser- 
"I don't either," Pat sald , .. excep[ 
about k it/° U WhBt ^ ^ 

now ey TT re WB]king a,on ^ ball, 
now. i hey came to the entry hall 

^ the apartment, and Helgeson dosS 



the door behind them. There he 
lacud Pat honestly. 

"I've seen her a few times, Ser- 
geant, Slnce she-she left you. There 
was nothing, well, nothing wrong 
about it" 

"That part doesn't matter," Pat 
said. "I' m not looking for the men 
who flirted with her. I' m i ooking for 
the man who killed her." 

They went into a low, long living 
room with a beamed ceiling with 
floor-length windows facing on the 
terrace. Helgeson sat in a chair near 
the huge, bleached mahogany piano. 
ean ' { heI P with that," he sajd 
I danced with her, at Dreamland. 
I don't know what attraction the 
place had for me, except it was the 
only magic I knew as a kid. I never 
probed myself for any reasons. She 
was— a wonderful dancer. I didn't 
think of her beyond that. That 
sounds phony, I know, but—" His 

"I'm surprised the Homicide section 
hasn't sent a man to see you, or have 
they? You said you'd been reading 
about it" B 
"Homicide? No. Why should they?"' 
"You're pretty well known, and 
they have your nickname." 

"I'm not known down there, not 
generally. Not as the composer. I'm 
just another punk, just Helgy, down 
there. A rather ageing punk." He 
stared at Pat. "But if you know, 
they know." 

Pat shook his head. "I've left the 
force. I asked to be assigned to this 
case and was refused." 

"Oh," Helgeson rubbed his forehead 
frowningly. "She told me, when she 
phoned to break a date yesterday 
that she was going back to you I 
thought—" 

"Yesterday?" Pat interrupted. "She 
told you that, yesterday?" 
Helgeson nodded, studying Pat 
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dines*. "Where was she living?" 
"The Empire Court, over on Hud- 

"Working, was she?" 

''I don't think so. She never men- 
tioned it, if she was. She was kind of 
reticent about all that." 

Pat looked at Helgeson levelly. 
"Was she — living alone?" 

Helgeson took a deep breath. "I 

there. She was always ready when I 
called for her." He seemed pale and 
his voice was unsteady. 

Pat felt resentment moving through 
him, but he couldn't hate them all. 
Everybody had loved Delia. 

He said quietly, ''There's nothing 
you know? She must have mentioned 
some names, or what she was doinj. 
What the hell did you talk about?" 

"We didn't talk much. We danced, 
that's all. Sergeant, believe me, if 1 
could help 1 would." His voice was 
ragged. "If you know how much I— 
wanted to help-." He shook his head. 
"There isn't anything I know, not a 
damned thing." 

"All right. I can believe that. If 
there's anything you hear, or happen 
to remember, anything at all, phone 
me." He gave him the number. 

He went from there to the Empire 
Court, on Hudson. It was a fairly 
modern, U-shaped building of grey 
stone, set back on a deep lot. Theje 
was a department car among the cars 
at the kerb. 

The name in the lobby read: Delia 
Revolt, Pat pressed the button and 
the door buzzed. 

It was on the second floor and he 
walked up. There were some tech- 
nical men dusting for prints, and 
there was Lieutenant Callender, his 
back to the doorway, standing in the 



He turned and saw Put Hi* tucv 

"Anything?'/" Pat asked him. 
"Look, Pat, for the love of—" 
"You look," Pat said. "She was my 
wife. You got a wife, Lieutenant?" 

He shook his big head and ran a hand 
through his hair. "The Chief said 
you'd resigned." 
"That's right" 

"You've been a cop for IS years. 
You're acting like a rookie." 

"I've only been a husband for four 
years, Lieutenant. I'm not getting in 

"We'll probably get a million prints, 
ail but the right ones. We found a 
dressing robe we're checking, and 
some pyjamas. The lieutenant's eyes 
looked away. "I'll talk to the Chief, 
Pat. I'll see that you get your job 

"I don't want it back — yet. Thanks, 
anyway, Lieutenant." He kept seeing 
Delia in the room and somebody else, 
some formless, faceless somebody, and 
the giddiness came again and he knew 
he wouldn't have the stomach to look 
in any of the other rooms. 

He turned his back on the lieuten- 
ant and went down the steps to the 
lobby and out into the hot, bright 
day. They were right about it, of 
course. A cop shouldn't be on a 
family case any more than a sur- 
geon should. Emotion was no asset 
in this business. 

He sat in the car for minutes, try- 
ing to get back to reality, trying to 
forget that cosy apartment and the 
lieutenant's words. The brightnaSB of 
the day seemed to put a sharp out- 
line on things, to give them a sense 
of unreality, like a lighted Mage set- 
ting. ujJM 

He heard last night's trumpet 
again, and started the motor. 
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The alley was bright, now but no 
cleaner. The voices of the freight 
handlers on the street side of the 
warehouse were drowned by the rac 
ket of the huge trucks bumping past 
He walked to the alley's dead end 
and saw, for the first time, the door 

ex*t fr ° m dSnCe haU ' a fce 
It was open, now, and he could 
see some men in there, sprinkling 
the floor with some granulated stuff 
There was the sound of a huge ro- 
tary brush polisher, but it was out- 
side his line of vision. 

He went in through the open door 
"long a wide hall that flanked the 
west edge of the bandstand. The 
men looked at him curiously as he 
stood there, imagining what it must 
have been last night. He could al- 
most hear the music and see the dim 
hghts and the crowded floor. 

Along this edge, the floor was 
raised and there were seats up hero 
for the speculative males, looking 
over the field, discussing the old 
favorites and the new finds, wonder- 
ing what happened to this transient 
queen and that one. Some had mar- 
I'ied and not retired. 

One of the workers called over 
"Looking for (he boss, mister" 
"That's right." 

"Won't be in this afternoon. The 
joint's been full of cops and he went 
o t to get some fresh air" 
"Okay" Pat turned and went out 
It was nearly five. now. He turned 
the car m a U-turn and headed for 
Borden. He parked on a lot near 
Borden and Sixth, and walked the 
two blocks to Curtes-Husted, Pub- 
Louis was busily typing when he 
opened the door to the outer office 
She looked up at his entrance, and 
her face seemed to come alive, sud- 
denly. 



to the railing. * Ver 

"I was pretty rough, last night. 1 
thought a drink and dinner might 
take us back to where we were. Part 
way, anyway." 

"It will, it will. Oh, Put, if you 
knew what last night-" She put a 
hand on his on top of t| le filing. 

The door to Put 'a right opened, and 
a man stood there. Ha hud a mas 
euline, virile face and irony-gray 
hair. He said, "You can K „ any time 
Lois. ^ I guess Mr. CurtM won't he 

■Thank you. Mr. Huit*J," she 
said. "I'll be going in „ m i m ,i e ." 
He smiled, and oloi«d tho door. 
'My boss, the VP," „]», whispered. 
Isn't he handjwmtt" 
"I suppose." p a t oouM feeJ her 
hand trembling. 

She said quietly, "You're better, 
° r ™' t I" 3 "- You'ro coinlnn out uf 

TlB better," ho Mid. "This whole 
case is one blind «lloy," 

"Delia knew • lot of men-of 
people. I'll be with you In a min- 

They wont to tha Li , Post, an 

unpretentious MltaOIlnt noorby. 

They had a mar t| nl Mohj Dnd Lojs 
told him. "Th»lr ipura ribs are the 
best in town." 

She seemed animated, She' said 
"It's going to he all right. It's going 
to take some time, and then you're 
going to be really happy, Pat. I'm 
going to see that you're happy." 

He ordered another pair of drinks 
and they finished those before the 
nbscame. They went from the Lamp 
Post to a spot on the west side, and 
Pat tried very hard to get drunk. 
But it didn't work; the alcohol didn't 
touch him. 

They went back to Lois' place He 
sst with her in the ear in front of 
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"Com* mi up." she said. "I'll niuJce 
mmc coffee." 

He shook his head. "I know Hus- 
ted was paying for that apartment 
Delia was living in. I've known it 
for two months, Lois. And you. did, 
too, didn't you?" 

Her silence was his tmswer. 

"You probably thought Husted 
killed her. and yet you've told the 
police nothing. Delia probably told 
you yesterday or the day before that 
he was coming back to me. But you 
didn't tell me that. Was it yesterday 
you saw her?" 

"The day before. I didn't want her 
to come back, Pat. And I didn't tell 
you about my boss because he's got 
a family, because he's a fundament- 
'Jly decent man." 

'"You didn't want her tu come back. 



of 



' Pat's 
u poor damned fool, you 
rr:e, do you.' Mo matter 
Ji. Lois, I'll be married 
est of my life. Rut yen 
e who could have told 
zomiriH back. Yon could 



She scrambled out. Ho drove olT. 

Back at his apartment, ho wrote 
a note and phoned it to headquart- 
ers. His note read: 

Lieutenant Callendcr: 

I wanted to work with Homicidt 
because I thought it would be safet 
lliat way. I could see how close you 
boys were getting. But it doesn't 
matter now, because I've no desire 
to escape you. I killed my wife with 
a wrecking bar which you'll find In 
the luggage deck of. my car. I 
couldn't stand the thought of her 
loving anyone else and I wasn't man 
enough to rid myself of her. The 
checking I've done to-day reveals to 
me I would probably have escaped 
detection. I make this confession of 
my own free will. 

Sergeant Patrick Kelly. 



Then he put the muzzle of his .38 
to the soft roof of his mouth, and 
pulled the trigger. 
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